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Sensible Gift-Packa 





FOR 





 _ccmememenanaetiitts 


A Sensible Cigarette 


Cigarettes, it may be had at all the 
better tobacconists for $2.50 com- 
plete. Or sent, charges prepaid, if 
your dealer cannot supply you. 


LIGGETT & MYERS TOBACCO CoO. 
212 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 


This de luxe package, in keeping 
with the cigarettes, is sensible be- 
cause it may be used as a Ciga- 
rette Container—a Jewelry Case for 
men—or a Jewel Box for women. 
With its contents of 100 Fatima 


This Fatima Jewel Box is extremely handsome in its 
severely plain design; will keep its lustre like sterling; 
lined throughout with Royal blue velvet. Free from 
advertising of any kind except a removable ribbon bear- 
ing the one word “Fatima.” A most acceptable present. 
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Will diese be a Victrola in 


your home this Christmas? 
The only instrument that brings you the world’s greatest artists 


A splendid surprise for your family—to have Caruso, Farrar, Gluck, McCormack, Melba, Schumann-Heink 
and other famous artists sing for them; to have Elman, Kreisler, Paderewski and other noted instrumentalists 
play for them; to hear Sousa’s Band, Pryor’s Band, Vessella’s Band, Victor Herbert’s Orchestra; to enjoy Harry 
Lauder, Nora Bayes, De Wolf Hopper, Raymond Hitchcock and other celebrated comedians and entertainers. 


Nothing else will bring so much pleasure to your family and friends all the year round. 


There are Victors and Victrolas in great variety of styles from $10 to $350, and there are Victor dealers in every city in the world who will 
gladly demonstrate them and play any music you wish to hear. 


Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J., U.S. A. 


Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors 


Always use Victor Machines with Victor Records and Victor Needles— 
the combination. There is no other way to get the unequaled Victor tone. 


New Victor Records demonstrated at all dealers on the 28th of each month 


als | J 
Is 2 a 
r Jl te I (©) @\ “HIS MASTERS VOICE” 
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THE GIANT THAT 
_ LIVES INABOX 





Starting & Lighting Battery 


For Automobiles 


HE “Exide” Starting and Lighting Battery 

is a giant, whose mightiness is compressed 

into a sturdy wooden case and whose power is 

specialized to one purpose—that of starting and 
lighting your automobile. 


It is made for strength and endurance and has a 
reserve power instantly ready for all demands. 


The “Exide” Battery represents service—not a 
promise of service but the real article. 


This Company maintains fifteen offices in the 
United States and one in Canada; “Exide” Depots, 
practically branch factories, are located in thirteen of 
the principal cities where large stocks of batteries and 
parts are always on hand to supply the hundreds of 
“Exide” Service Stations which have been established 
throughout the country. These are real service stations, 
equipped with batteries and parts 
and run by experienced men who 
know the battery business and who LOOK FOR é"| 

. » xP } 
are ready to serve you day and night THIS SIGN [“E* ea.) 
in the unequalled “ Exide” way. 





rex a. | 


Send at once for that clever little book “ 
“A Sure Start Assured.’’ It’s free. (O KS C 


THEELECTRIC STORACE BATTERY CO. 


The largest manufacturer of Storage Batteries in the country 


1888 PHILADELPHIA, PA. 1915 


New York Boston Chi Washingt Denver San Francisco Seattle St. Louis 
Cleveland Atlanta Pittsburgh Detroit Rochester Los Angeles Toronto 
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1 his Little Device 





|, My Living Room 
!, Eliminates All 


€ D amper-lending 
Drudgery & 
Uncertainty 










Gives Even Temperature 
Insures Comfort and Health 
Prevents Waste of Fuel 
Makes Heating Safe 
Saves Many Steps 
Is Automatic 


TMA INNEAPOLIS 
| IWVHEAT REGULATOR 


“The Heart Of The Heating Plant” 


| She may be willing, but she can’t be as 
accurate. Her other duties divert her 
thoughts, and open, uncontrolled dampers 
allow the fire to go too far, burning coal 
wastefully and making the house too hot. 
The reverse might also be true and the 
fire-go out for lack of draft or burn so low 
as to give little heat. 
This device affords a sure, safe, guaranteed 
method of accurate temperature control. By 
automatically regulating the dampers it main- 
tains the temperature desired—a warm even ©] 
temperature during the day and a lower de- | 
5 





gree during the night hours. An absolute 
requirement in every modern home. 


ENTIRELY AUTOMATIC 
A New Feature 


For the home owner who wishes to eliminate 
| all care of the regulator motor we have just 
|, perfected our electric motors which require no 
winding. For homes having electric current 
we supply our alternating current motor, the 
; power being secured direct from the lighting 
circuit. Where no electric current is avail- 
able our direct current motor is used, with 
power furnished by four cells of dry battery 
which have ample capacity to last a full year. 
The ‘Minneapolis’’ has been the standard 
for over 30 years. Used with any heating 
, plant—old or new—hot water, hot air, steam, 
- vapor or vacuum—coal or gas. 
~ Sold and installed by the heating trade every- 
where. Guaranteed satisfactory. Send for 
booklet—shows models, explains details, 
5 gives prices. 











Minneapolis Heat Regulator Co. 
2788 Fourth Ave. So., Minneapolis, Minn. 















SPXOLOGY 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 











Write for ‘‘Other People’s Opinions’’ and Table of Contents. 








PURITAN PUB. CO., 797 PERRY BLDG., PHILA., PA. 
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A Hint 
F Christmas cards were butter 
And photo frames were bread, 
My face with smiles were pleasant 
On gazing at each present— 
No harsh words would I utter; 
Some things I’d leave unsaid 
If Christmas cards were butter 
And photo frames were bread. 


If neckties were clam chowder 
And calendars were steaks, 
I'd waken Christmas morning, 

No fair remembrance scorning; 
The chimes would ring the louder, 
With song the house I’d shake 
If neckties were clam chowder 
And calendars were steak. 


If mottoes were what cake is 
And pin-trays were but pie, 
No holly berry’s gleaming 
Could then outdo my beaming— 
Ah, where my empty ache is 
A sense of joy would fly 
If mottoes were what cake is 
And pin-trays were but pie. 


If scrap-books were but scrapple 
And key-rings were but rice, 

Then “ With best Christmas wishes” 

Would heap upon my dishes— 

My board with cheer would dapple 
And I’d feel very nice 

If scrap-books were but scrapple 
And key-rings were but rice. 


If match-boxes were muffins 
And fountain-pens were cheese, 
The higher cost of living 
Would fade before your giving— 
The Christmas grouch that toughens 
Would vanish as a breeze 
If match-boxes were muffins 
And fountain-pens were cheese. 


Wilbur D. Nesbit. 

















THE PRESENT THAT SANTA BROUGHT HIM 






sleep’ 


CHAPS 


and rough, dry skins are 
banished by Pompeian Nig/it 
Cream. The skin is soothed and softened. 
Winds, cold weather, dry climates or ap- 
proaching age dry up the protective oils of the 
skin. Thus, beauty is stolen from the face. 


Pompeian NIGHT Cream 


replenishes the skin and beautifies while you sleep. 

The expert makers of Pompeian Massage Cream have 
another big success in Pompeian Night Cream. It is 
not too dry nor too oily. It is just right, and has the 
unguents which your skin needs. At the stores, jars 
35¢ and 75c; tubes 25c. 


Trial Jar & New Game 


sent for 10c. “Going to Market’’ is a 25c game sent for 
the cost of postage and packing. Lots of fun for the 
whole family. Get it with trial jar. 


The Pompeian Mfg. Co., 25 Prospect St., Cleveland, O. 





“Brings beauty 
while you 
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HEART OF 
THE SUNSET 


REX BEACH 


STORY of adventure on the 
Mexican border. Real incidents 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. of before and after the landing 
nes hes eae an. at Vera Cruz are transmuted by Rex | | 

haces Knowledge a Father Shoaid Have. Beach into colorful romance. And, as 

Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son. ‘ P " 
=... vavwleies a Husband aoa Have. in his other books, neither danger a 
Env ne Wael —" — can banish the genuine Beac 

n ! Should ave. ° | 
Ilustrated. Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter. $1.35 net 
00 postpaid Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have. 


HARPER & BROTHERS 
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THE “VULCAN” INK PENCIL 


Fully guaranteed. Lasts a lifetim 
, [Tee 






Highly polished rubber and safety lock cap. Absolutely non-leakab! 


A useful gift. Red or black. Long or short 
J. Y. ULLRICH & CO., 27 Thames Street, New York 
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Waukesha Wis. USA. 


Office 


100 Broadway, NY 




































































‘CHRISTMAS LIFE 























INDIVIDUALITY IN FOOTWEAR 
Style—Quality—Comfort 
ISTINCTIVE footwear for wom- 


en of taste and discrimination. 




































~ LF | Smart shoes made to your order to harmon- 
SSS], WEE ize with your gown, your hat, or your wrap. 
) \ —— — SO/ 4 a —- ‘Obey That Impulse’’ and write today for catalogue *‘L** 
i —S-/ UA y= t showing my exclusive and attractive models. > 
7 es | Om E. HAYES 
t —>s P —_ {== hen Ladies’ Fine Custom Shoes No. 12 
a fi' = 9-11 West 29th St., New York Price 
— Bj > = $18.00 
3.4 : = an _ se. 
BE = 7 
Ba BS , 
LE. Bre Oe f SS The Noes Still Have It 
Zz Ms ey / ee 
- Gy 3 4 Y SG . The gymnasium [at West Point] is 
ZZ Ye Y pap) N superb, and that the sons of Mars 
BZ we NN ' "GA may know something about the 
ZY, WS . yA = I Prince of Peace (though he was a 
YG Y B NY peace-at-any-price man) there is a 
\ 7 zt g ¢ | $600,000 Protestant chapel. 
i | %' LZ : | —O. G. Villard in the Evening Post. 
it QE G UT was the Prince of Peace a 
i wag { peace-at-any-price man? In that 
| y ‘ question, which Mr. Villard dismisses 
\ ly in a parenthesis, there are reams of 


discussion, and when it is put to vote 
the Noes still have it by a vast ma- 


POST at a 




































; i \ jority. 
Nal : The odd thing about it is that the 
| 
peace-at-any-price company always in- 
cludes some of the most efficient stir- 
| | rers-up of strife and hatred anywhere 
i I to be discovered. They withhold the 
hand from striking, but not the tongue. 
/ = There is no more striking example of 
= id d tyl f the breed than Mr. Villard’s militant, 
‘ There rtd — mee Tae oe — non-resistant Grandfather Garrison. 
| { gift mountings in Waterman’s Ideals that | 
| makethem even more desirable for Christ- 
| | mas than ever before. Will just suit the = 
| #) folksathome. School boysand girlsalways | 
| look forward to owning a genuine Water- : | 
) Al man’s Ideal. For gifts at the office, at the | 
] club, abroad or anywhere—what is better ! > 
| than this one? Selecting from the Self- T 
Filling, Safety or Regular Types, you can 
| | please anyone with this useful gift o1 
‘well-known quality. There are plain, or 
S il 0 beautifully gold and silver mounted styles in all f j 
| ; sizes. Prices $2.50 to $150.00. In Christmas “ a 
Me \\0e boxes. Exchanged to suit any handwriting after 
| | » Christmas. Be explicit—buy the genuine. 
+ At the Best Stores Most Everywhere. ie : 
: | —_ Ilustrated Gift Folder mailed on Request , | ~—, - di fut 26, 1820 
15. ie 0. aptain Tappan is . 
oP Filling L. E. Waterman Company, 173 Broadway, New York,N.Y. Safety " P.S.F. age with m any wonderful i pede 3g 
Type. No. 12 PSF 24 School St., Boston. 107 Notre Dame St., W., oor a a = se ming Phan BY pone Rey ad 
5 rk St. ic **Pen Corner,’’ Kingsway, London. ’ es wi 
$5.00 Clip-on-Cap $3.75 7 Stockton St. Rie Dottie. Calle Lima 480, Isuenos Aires. om $4.00 Self- Filling. $2.75 is nothing so excellent . eee 
Old Overholt Rye 
F h Vi : ti Cc tt “Same for 100 years” 
rom the EVESCCHION owe ‘ The verdict of those who 
JCH interesti aterial has ained recently by the Callous School of Agony ave made comparisons is al- 
L om ogee: gt has _— anim ‘* e . Ae eeanger ghosts ~ ways the same as that of Capt, 
through dropping dogs out of aeroplanes. g series xp s were Tappan. With a flavor and om 
conducted, the dogs being dropped from various heights and carefully observed boquet exceedingly pleasant and 


as to their actions both before and after reaching the ground. When the data are care- a uniform quality, Old Overholt 
fully compiled and digested, it is hoped to discover a wonderful prophylactic serum a <p in 
to be used on aviators, which will render them absolutely immune under such circum- Asudishatae 
stances. If this result is accomplished it will be a great forward step in the science of 

aviation. The experiments were said to have been keenly enjoyed by all the physiology 

students in this justly famous School of Agony. 
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The Station ery 
ofa Gentleman 


Not a lady’s paper, 
not business paper, 
but social stationery 
for men af We have 
a sample packet we 
should like to mail 
you af Ask us for it 


HAMPSHIRE PAPER COMPANY 
South Hadley Falls, Massachusetts 
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One friend, one year fwe dollars. 
Two friends, one year ten dollars. 


Three friends, one year fifteen dollars. 


(For postage, see coupon) 


In short, the more friends you have, the less 
you don’t save. The business office (with 
whom we are on the coolest terms) says their 
reason for not giving anything off for quantities 
of friends is because Lire never cuts its rates. 
The main point is that you should send us the 
money at once, at the rate specified above, 
and to each friend whose name and address 
you enclose for a subscription we will for- 
ward the card, reproduction of which is 
shown on this page. This card is printed in 
colors on heavy cardboard, and will be re- 
ceived with surprise and delight. 














Fd Special 
Offer 


Enclosed 

find One Dol- 

lar (Canadian 
$1.13, Foreign 
$1.26). Send Lir: 
for three months to 














Handsome premium picture 





each yearly subscription. 





One Year $5.00. 











Open only to new subscribers; no sub- 
scriptions renewed at this rate. 


“SUNSET” given with rd LIFE, 17 West 31st Street, New York 16 


(Canadian, $5.52; Foreign, $6.04) 


























special 


)ffer 


osed 
ie Dol- 
nadian 
Foreign 
id LiFe 
nths to 





-CHRISTMAS LIFE: 




















Born 1820 
—Still going strong. 
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Nut (to Bookie): ** WHat price ‘JoHNNIE WaLKER’?” 

Bookie (looking wise): ‘*‘ NoT LayING IT, SiR.” 

Nut: “ Way?” 

Bookie: **’Cos 1T’s A DOUBLE SURE WINNER NOW THEY'VE PUT IT IN THAT NON-REFILLABLE BOTTLE.” 


For generations “ Johnnie Walker” Red Label has led the race, but now it is lengths ahead, and—still going strong. 
Every drop in the non-refillable bottle is over 10 years old. 


GUARANTEED SAME QUALITY THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 





Agents: WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, 1158 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


JOHN WALKER & SONS, Lrtov., Wuisxy Distinters, KILMARNOCK, ScoT.ann. 












































Every ingredient used in Huyler’s 
candies is selected with patient care 
for purity. The Cream=—the Butter 
-=the Chocolate Coatings and the 
Sugar—<all the best of the best. 
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° FRESH Y HOUR 

° . «| 
" Bonbons Chocolates | 
° Huyler’s Cocoa, like Huyler’s Candy, o| 
a is supremely good 






























POT-LUCK 














Fresh cut delivered anywhere in U.§. 

H less than 24 hours old, —— ag you 
at price never greater than if ordered 

SEND/ FLOWERS Soar. Send Stein. enclosing P.0 
ANYWHERE money order; or put it up tous to select— 

you put limit of cost. Estimates also fur- 

. = nished. Booklet free, tells further details 
































A supe! 


Tennessee mountain-grown red cedar. All chests shipped on free trial. Write fer catalog. 


The E.T. BURROWES CO., 744 South St., Portland, Me. 






Small monthly payments if you 44x21 
keep it. Many other styles, all at factory prices. x 21 


BURROWES Window-Seat Chest {4's 2074," (ety mr || 


furs, feathers, fabrics from moths, mice, dust and dampness, and lasts for generations. 


Moth-proof, Dust-proof-$100 Down , N art critic of the Evening Post 
accuses Mr. Davey, the painter, 
of “a negligent disregard for the in- 
tegrity of masses.” 
A bad complaint, but others have it 
besides Mr. Davey. It will plague him 
when he runs for office. 


Xmas means flowers—Order now. 


NATIONAL FLORAL CORPORATION, 220 Broadway, New York 

















ROUND THE WORLD TOURS 
The Best Regular Services to 
| EGYPT, INDIA, CHINA, PHILIP. 

PINES, JAPAN, AUSTRALIA, NEW 
ZEALAND. Round World Trips 


and Winter Tours in INDIA. PEN- 
INSULAR 











Size 











th gift. Handsome, massive plece af furniture, exquisitely made of aromatic 











Truth Hides in Mexico 


HE Outlook tries to be a just paper. 
Having printed the Bell articles 
on Mexico, in which Carranza is pic- 
tured as the worst aspirant of the lot, 
it has been printing refutations by peo- 
ple who see good in Carranza, and by 
others who see shocking inaccuracies 
in Mr. Bell. 

The truth is, you can’t believe any- 
body about Mexico; the picture 
changes according to the point of view. 
An American in San Antonio has been 
quoted as saying that the only man in 
Washington with even a “primary 
knowledge” of Mexico and its prob- 
lems is President Wilson. That is just 
an example of what students of Mex- 
ico are called upon to believe. 




































green and yellow 


The superb liqueur of the 


ages. Unvarying in char- 
acter—unsurpassed in ex- 
cellence. 


The Monks’ Famous Cordial 


t first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés 
Ritjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
Sole Agents for United States 































WERS| 


here in U.S. 
you to yours, 
n if ordered 
closing P.0, 
us to select— 
ates also fur- 
rther details. 
rder now, 


ay, New York 











Services to 
1A, PHILIP. 
ALIA, NEW 
Yorld Trips 
DIA. PEN- 
L S. N. CO. 
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Confessions of a Happily 
Married Man 


T takes my wife a long time to read 

anything. I skim whole pages in- 

stantly. She hates to be read aloud 
to. I love it. 

When we travel I always suggest to 
her in advance the car we shall take. 
She agrees, but will suddenly change 
her mind and insist upon taking an- 
other one. I grumble to myself and 
obey. She likes the top of the auto 
up. I loathe it up. It remains up. 

I always praise her golf, no matter 
how badly she plays. She always dep- 
recates mine, no matter how well I 
play. When I criticize anything she 
does I don’t say it. I think it. That 
sometimes makes trouble enough. 

I compliment her occasionally before 
others. She pretends that she doesn’t 
understand why I do it. 

When I buy a new suit she will 
never admit that she admires it until 
it is worn out. Then she says the 
next one isn’t half so becoming as the 
last. When she gets a new gown I 
admire it intensely until it is about 
time to replace it with another. She 
never liked any hat that I have ever 
bought. I like every one of hers—on 
principle. 

I laugh at her when she gets too 
serious. When I get too serious she 
scolds me. 

I keep her informed about my busi- 
ness only when she asks me. She never 
asks me, so you know the result. 

I tell her a funny story every day. 





The Durtham-Duplex Domino Razor with white 
American ivory handle, safety guard, stropping 
attachment, package of six of the famous Durham- 
Duplex double-edged, hollow ground blades in 
genuine red leather folding kit. 


SOLVES YOUR CHRISTMAS PROBLEM 
$5 JURHAM) =[UPLEX Domino 
Razor for $1 


We are requesting the owners of Durham-Duplex 
Demonstrator Razors to pass them along to friends, 
or at least to tell their friends about the shave it 
is possible to obtain with the wonderful Durham- 
Duplex Blade. This is good advertising for us, and 
we are paying for it by giving Demonstrator users 
an Opportunity to obtain a Domino Razor for 
$1.00 with twenty United Profit Sharing Coupons. 


DURHAM-DUPLEX RAZOR CO., Jersey City, N. J. 


z Gentlemen:—Send me a $5 Durham-Duplex Dom- 
ino Kit Outfit as per illustration above for which 
find enclosed $1.00, 


Name 





Street 





Osuinscabccaiiiseiacscipak toutes ee 


Any dealer will honor this coupon T-13 
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- Boston 
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NEVERBIND 


Holiday 
Boxes 


FOUR DESIGNS IN BEAUTIFUL COLORS 


ENSIBLE gifts that husband, father, 
son, brother and employe will appre- 
ciate. They will enjoy year-round com- 
fort by wearing one of these popular 
styles—Neverbind—Pad—Cord. At 
your dealer’s or by mail. 















CORD 


SILK 50 CENTS—LISLE 25 CENTS 


GEORGE FROST Co. 
Makers BOSTON 


jennie 


KPO NPC ALE 


> 
















Tf I have two I keep one for the next large theatre party in my other suit. 
day. Sometimes she laughs at them. She always keeps her temper when 
She asks me occasionally if I think I lose mine. I keep mine when she 
her hair is as long as it was. I always loses hers. 
tell her it is longer. I once told her she was thoroughly 
I hate bridge, dinner parties, dancing spoiled. She kissed me and said she 
and the opera. She respects my opin- knew it. 
ion and makes me do them all. — 
She makes out checks and forgets 
to enter them on the stubs. Every UBLISHER: Have you _ begun 
time I catch her in this omission your next best-seller? 
she reminds me of the celebrated AuTtHor: No. But you can write 






occasion when I left the tickets to a the advertisements for it at anv time. 
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‘amous Singers Praise . : | 


D N’S MENTHOL CANDY we ; 
L U E COUGH DROPS : | 
Let LUDEN’S guard your voice 

keep nasal passages clear, 

and throat healthy. No 


» narcotics; no color- 

| ing. Have many uses. 

WM. H. LUDEN 

In the . : ¢ Manufacturing Confectioner 


“Vel ¢ ( 
on READING. PA 


for me to have an opinion on that at 
the present time. 

Q. Is it true, Mr. Claus, that by 
practicing a certain form of deception 
upon the children of the world you 
are not only corrupting the race at its 
source, but you are outrageously in- 
terfering with its mental, moral and 
material progress? 

A. I do not understand the ques- 
tion. 

Q. I will put it in another way. 







































Santa Claus Testifies | 


ANTA CLAUS was the chief wit- 
ness at yesterday’s hearing before 

the United States Commission on 
Festival Relations. It is desired in 
this investigation to discover, if pos- 
sible, the connection, if any, between 
Shopping Early and South American 
revolutions. 

Question. Your full name, please? 

Answer. Santa Aloysius Claus. 

QO. Has that always been your 
name ? 

A. Not always. I have only recently 
added the middle name, Aloysius, in 














spurious Santa Clauses that stand on 
the street corners and obstruct the 


A. Do you mean my residence for 
tax-paying purposes or my residence Don't be a social back number! Don’t settle 
down comfortably in the ooze. The world is 


for tax-dodging purposes? T i > : 
moving, moving on all eight cylinders—some 


Q. Either _— folks are even moving on twelve—-and you 
A. I live in a house-boat that has a might just as well move along with them. If 
beautiful sleeping-porch. It is anchored you are becoming an old fogey,or an old maid, 


in a slow-moving glacier, latitude or an old bachelor, eran old bore, read Vanity 

; i ; = ; Fair, and presto! you will be nimble-witted and 
ninety-two, six minutes, twenty-eight agile-minded again; the joy of the picnic, the 
seconds north, first turn to the right life of the party, the hit of the turkey-trottoir. 
as you leave meridian number three 











Q. Now, Mr. Claus, I will ask if 
there is any ulterior motive behind 
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order hia an myself from the Be a modern! Read 


traffic around Christmas time. 
QO. What is your residence, Mr. 
Claus ? 


hundred and sixty-one. Try a Little Dollar Diplomacy! 
| You think nothing—in your poor deluded way—of pay- 


the reckless and indiscriminate giving ing $2 for a theatre ticket, or $1.20 for a new novel. But 


in which you indulge annually? ’ you can secure for $1 (half the cost of a single theatre 
A. I do not think it is advisable % 


*% & \ ticket and less than the cost of a single novel) an entire 
winter of Vanity Fair, and with it more entertain- 
ment than you could derive from dozens of plays | 
or a shelf full of modern novels. 


Vanity Fair costs 25 cents a number or $3 a year. 
Mar may Monogr am Cigarettes O % Tear off and send in the Coupon at the left 
add a touch of Distinction, at no extra cost. Made by HAND *. *. % “9 d h hs’ |” 
of Selected Turkish Tobacco, blended to your Individual taste. a” = *. % Oe % an you can ave a six months “tria 
Monogram, Crest, Coat of Arms, Frat Mark without extra cost. **, *. i ~~ é % 1°) b i i f O D ll 
TRIAL ORDER OF 100 for $2, or send 30 cents for 15 cigarettes % %. *, 4 4, % % subscription for Une Vollar. 
showing assortment of monograms, blends and tips. "hy *. _ ~~". Cc 
Print initials and order monogram by number. <: "ih ie iy Wn %, % %, CONDE NAST, Publisher 
Ladies’ size with or without perfum “er 7M %, *% ey ¢ { itor 
All Shipments in Plain Packages, Insured and a “SO, ~*~ “a. hs Q: Xi % | FRANK CROWNINSHIELD, Editor 
Marmay Mfg. Co., Dept. B, 136 S. 4th, Philadelphia .. ~ & aS &r, 
ate =e | *., "% *. %, . — 
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Vanity Fair will chaperon you in a box at 
the opera, show you the most talked of 
paintings and sculptures; take you behind the 
scenes at the theatres; tell you what to talk 
about at dinners and dances; present you to 
all the metropolitan celebrities; give you a 
dash of golf and hockey and tennis and foot- 
ball; accelerate the pulse of your brain, in 
short, transform you from a social half portion 
into a regular Class A human being. 





Special Offer 


Months for One Dollar 

































hat at 


lat by 
eption 
d you 
at its 
ly in- 
il and 








ques- 


' Way. 


_ 





x at 
1 of 
ithe 
talk 
yu to 
DU a 
foot- 
n, in 
rtion 


sar. 
left 


al” 






litor 


















First, is it not a matter of fact that 
you do not exist? 

A, % ©. 

Q. But is it not also a matter of 
fact that you let it be understood 
among certain classes of unsophisti- 
cated children that- you do exist? 

A.. 1 &. 

Q. How do you justify this decep- 
tion, Mr. Claus? 

A. It is my object in life to bring 
the greatest good to the greatest num- 
ber of my fellow-children, if I may 
so refer to them. 

Q. You have been charged, Mr. 
Claus, with trying to disrupt that most 
sacred of all human institutions—the 
family—by unduly worming yourself 
into the good graces of children and 
thus alienating their affections from 
their just and lawful parents. What 
would you say as to that? 

A. On advice of counsel, I don’t 
remember. 

Q. You are also charged in the 
indictment, Mr. Claus, with gross and 
unpardonable favoritism in the be- 
stowal of your presents; that you are 
much more liberal with rich children 
than you are with poor children, some 
of whom you neglect entirely. What 
would you say on that point? 

A. It is true, Mr. Chairman; but 
in self-defense I would plead my re- 
ligion. My religion will not let me 
do otherwise. 

Q. Please explain, Mr. Claus. Your 
answer is not sufficiently clear. 

A. I mean that I distribute my 
gifts according to the Biblical injunc- 
tion which plainly says: “To them 
that hath shall be given, and from 
them that hath not shall be taken 
away, aye, even that which they hath 
not.” 

QO. Do you think you have given 
the quotation correctly? 

A. Probably not. It is a long time 
since I went to Sunday-school. It is 
not being done in our set nowadays. 

Q. Then, do you wish to give this 
commission the impression that you 
are a perfectly upright, honorable, 
sincere and noble person at all times? 

A. I do, most emphatically, Mr. 
Chairman. 

Q. Very well, Mr. Claus. You are 
excused, Ellis O. Jones. 





Uncte SHapracn had held down the 
job of pumping the organ at the First 
Presbyterian Church for a score of years. 
\ new organist had come, and a member 
of the church asked Uncle Shadrach what 
he thought of the new-comer. “ Well, 
sah,” answered Uncle Shadrach, “ Ah 
loan’ wan’ to brag, but Ah kin pump mo’ 
pieces 'n he kin play, sah.”—Argonaut. 





Suitable Holiday Gifts 





—Franklin Simon s Co— 


Fifth Avenue, 37th and 38th Sts., New York 


Pure Thread Silk Hosiery 





2. Pure Thread 
Silk Hose in black, 
white, gold, silver, 
bronze and all col- 
ors, to match slip- 
pers or gowns, sole 
and garter top of 
lisle or silk. 
3 pair for 2.75 


Special 
95 


stripes, 
elty clox to match. 


8. Pure Thread Silk Hose, black 
with white or white with black 
hand-embroidered nov- 


Special 1.45 
Mail and Telephone Orders Promptly Filled 


For Women and Misses 





At Special Prices 


4. Pure Thread 
Silk Hose, in 
black, navy, 
bronze or taupe 
with white verti- 
cal stripes; also 
white with black 
Stripes, lisle sole 
and garter top. 


Special 
95 











10. Pure Thread Silk Hose, hand-emb’d 
clox, black with self or white, also white 
with self, black, emerald or king blue, plain 
or novelty clox, silk or lisle garter top. 


Special 1.35 





6. Pure Thread 
Silk Hose, Extra 
Que ality, in black, 
ite or pink, 
ond -emb’d in 
self color, assort- 
ed designs, all 
weights. 
3 pair for 5.70 
Special 


1.95 
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12. Openwork Pure Thread Silk 


Hose in black, 


white and even- 


ing colors, assorted patterns, dou- 
ble silk heel, toe and garter top. 


ery smart. 


Special 3.95 





Mailed out-of-town free upon application 


A new Gift Catalogue illustrating useful gifts, also the latest Winter Fashions 
At Special Prices, for Women, Misses, Girls, Infants, Men and Boys 
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Parents Becoming Obsolete 


HE process of legislating the parent out of existence 
by the school authorities goes merrily on. Science 
long agd pointed out the obvious axiom that when you 
gradually rob any organism of its functions it is only a 
question of time until it ceases to exist. The parent is 
therefore doomed. 

At one time it was the privilege of every mother to 
examine her offspring as often as necessary to note de- 
fects in him. All this is now done by the elaborate ma- 
chinery of the Board of Education. Inasmuch as every 











purification — honest aging in the part of the human anatomy has its own particular specialist, 
wood—these are the things that make . . 
certain the purity and mellowness of we may soon expect that an army of doctors will be doing 
Cascade Pure Whisky. ay ; 1 
Original Bottling has Old Gold Label. the panei now — by one. scr be a tonsil 
GEO. A. DICKEL & CO., Distillers : remover, an oculist, a dietitian, a kidney sharp, and so on 
Nashville, Ten. : down through the long category. By the time a school 


child has been examined by all the authorized experts em- 
ployed by the city (at large salaries, paid for by the tax- 
payers) and has had all of his various parts examined and 
removed, there will hardly be enough left of him to teach. 
Presumably, however, when that educational millennium 
arrives, nobody will care. Certainly not those “agents” 
who went by the name of parents. For, along with the 
progress of education, science will no doubt discover an 
effective process to eradicate a mother’s love. That may 
be the last thing to go, but so long as the school authori- 
ties have to invent new fads, and doctors have to earn a 
living, mother’s love is a forlorn hope. 
=. 


Monarch 


AM the real ruler of the universe. I cover with dust 
the masterpieces of the earth. Ancient forms shrink 
oe : ei iniarnsie before my ever-awakening presence. 








tient ill Aah Wamery eves. 
o P Men bow before my sceptre like slaves of the light. And 
Four New Novels for Every Christmas List =: women, their eyes fixed by my spell, follow where I lead. 





The puny baby in the nursery and the gray-bearded 
patriarch alike hearken to my magic voice. I paint the 
earth with divers colors, and the scientist, the doctor, all — 
the rulers of man, awake to do my bidding. 

I am monarch of all I survey. None disputes my eternal 
majesty. 

My name is Novelty. 


THE LOST PRINCE 
By FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT, author of ‘‘T. Tembarom,”’ etc. 


“A. story for all ages from ten to a hundred. The very essence of youth and 
romance. . . Full of high and clean and simple ideals."—New York Times. 
Illustrations by Maurice L. Bower. Price $1.35 net. 


DEAR ENEMY 


By JEAN WEBSTER, author of ‘‘Daddy-Long-Legs,”’ etc. 
A gay, tender, charming love-story about Sallie McBride (of “Daddy-Long- 
s” fame), a crusty young Scotch surgeon, and an orphan asylum she found 
forlorn and left happy. 
Comical drawings by the author. Price $1.30 net. 


STRAIGHT DOWN THE 
CROOKED LANE 


By BERTHA RUNKLE, author of ‘‘The Helmet of Navarre,’ etc. 


A tale of love, loyalty and mystery, set in Newport society and Army life in the 
Philippines. “A charming oasis in a desert of less notable novels." —/ndianapolis 
News. Price $1.35 net. 


PEGEEN 


By ELEANOR HOYT BRAINERD, author of ‘‘The Misdemeanors 


of Nancy,”’ etc. 


“Wholly delectable is this little love story, flooded with humor and pathos, 
with tenderness and a fine altruism running a happy way to a happy ending. 
—Boston Transcript. Price $1.25 net. 


(Writ tL 


Both Free Upon Application to the Publishers 


= The Century Co.’s illustrated holiday catalogue of its new and standard books. 


= THE CENTURION, an illustrated monthly magazine deal- 
ing with The Century Co. writers and their work. ail 
attly THE CENTURY CO. NEW YORK 
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Patient: THAT ABSENT TREATMENT YOU’VE BEEN GIVING 


i 


WER 


ME DOESN’T SEEM TO HAVE DONE ME MUCH GOOD. 
Healer: NO WONDEs. YOU FORGOT TO TELL ME YOU MOVED. 
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ARBweece rm 


A COMPOSITE PORTRAIT OF MABEL’S 
MISTLETOE EXPERIENCES 





FFICER (to man arrested as a 
spy): You say you don’t know 
anything about the war? 
Suspect: Honest, I couldn’t know 
less abcut it 1f I were a war expert. 














ift for Smokers ; 


You can present with pride this beautiful Opal 
humidor, filled with 100 
HERBERT TAREYTON 
LONDON CIGARETTES 
‘ Price $1.25, packed for mailing. 
& |t your dealer cannot supply you, send us his name 
Ay and $1.25, and we will see thaf you are supplied. 


» FALK TOBACCO CO. 


| 58 West 45th St. New York 








Anglo-French Gold Bonds 


Yielding an Income of Nearly 5% % 
On Your Investment 














. These bonds are the joint and several obligation of the 
Security governments of the United Kingdom of Great Britain 
and Ireland and the Republic of France. The ultimate security is the 
whole taxing power of the British and French governments and the 
financial morality of the British and French peoples. 


Over one half of the issue of $500,000,000 was withdrawn 
for investment by members of the purchasing group. The 
balance is offered at 98 and interest, yielding an income of nearly 514%, 
British Consols and French Rentes have usually sold in normal times 
at prices to yield only 2%4% to 3%%. 


Income 


Cc : In addition to the income of nearly 514%, each 
onversiOn bond carries with it a special privilege entitling 
Privilege the holder, if he does not desire to have his bond 
redeemed at par, to exchange it at or before maturity—which is five 
years from date—for a 44%2% bond of the two governments, which 
will run until 1940, but redeemable at the option of the govern- 
ments on and after October 15, 1930. Based on the yield of British 
Consols and French Rentes in past years, such a bond would have sold 
below 110 in only three years of the eighty years prior to the beginning 
of the present war and would have sold during this period as high 
as 126. 


Canvesianen The bonds are issued in convenient denominations 

of $100, $500 and $1000, and in coupon and 
registered form, offering equal opportunity and return to all classes of 
investors. To offer a convenient market for their subsequent purchase 
or sale, they will be listed on the New York Stock Exchange. Their 
value, as a basis for loans, is already well established among the banks 
of the country. 


Interest Payable October 15 and April 15 


Make Application to any Bank, Trust Company, 
Bond Dealer or Broker 




















Our Weekly Literary Letter 


HE literary market opened up feverish, the eugenics having pushed the reserves 
down, and exchange with foreign authors fell off during the first hour. At eleven 
o’clock a large block of short stories was dumped on the market, causing a semi- 

panic. Many failures were announced, seats in the Authors’ Exchange falling to their 
lowest figures in years. Essays were soft, and a member of a leading house said, “ There 
is nothing in them.” War-baby novels had a considerable rise in the early afternoon, 
but a group of wild-cat best sellers caused havoc, being freely offered, with no takers. 
A large pool was formed with sea tales. Periodicals, including all magazines, were sold 
mostly on the curb, being largely given away. The better class of jokes ruled steady. 
Several historical specialties were firm, being sold as fiction. Theology, as usual, was 
dull. The market closed generally lower than yesterday, owing to a raid on the movies. 

















most unusual 
Holiday display 
of Maillard’s exclusive 
importations—dainty, 
artistic, original. 
French Bonbonnieres, 
Novelties, Toys, 
Christmas Tree Or- 


naments, Favors. 


Your purchases will be 
packed ready for safe 
delivery and shipped to 
any address, on request. 
Mail orders given prompt 
and careful attention. 


Gif | 


Season} | 


BON-BONS 
CHOCOLATES 
ICE CREAMS 
FANCY CAKES 


Afternoon Tea in the Luncb- 
eon Restaurant, three to six 


Fifth Ave. at 35th Street 
New York 
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“acH! DESE AMERICAN FUNNY PAPERS ISS TOO Goop!” 


Gold 


UST when we -were all beginning to feel affluent over 

the reports of huge gold shipments from abroad and 
to imagine our own pockets growing heavy from the sov- 
ereigns that reposed securely in Mr. Morgan’s vault we 
were informed that the influx of gold is a great menace 
to American prosperity. This came in an interview from a 
no less unimpeachable authority than Mr. James J. Hill. 

Which only goes to add one more black spot to the 
questionable record of gold. Nothing gets us into so much 
trouble. Nine out of ten of our panics, according to sol- 
emn experts, were caused by the necessity of shipping too 
much gold abroad. Now if we are to work ourselves into 
a panicky frame of mind because those abroad are shipping 
too much back, it is clear that we are damned if we have 
too much of it and damned if we have too little. 

But that isn’t all. We may regulate the shipping of gold 
back and forth, but Professor Fisher, of Yale, makes a 
specialty of telling us that the increased production of gold 
is responsible for the high cost of living, from which we 
may safely assume that if gold becomes much more plenti- 
ful it will be impossible for us to live at all. And yet, 
heedless of all this professorial information, the one 
thing that is sure to bring strong, indomitable men run- 
ning from all directions is the report that gold has been 
discovered. 

Then we must remember that gold was largely respon- 
sible for the campaign of 1896, a campaign which produced 
more talk with less tangible result than any campaign in 
the checkered career of this great and glorious country. 

Something decisive will have to be done about this gold 
matter sooner or later. Surely some inspired financier is 
capable of coming forward and eliminating this pesky dis- 
turber from our national warp and woof. 

Ellis O. Jones. 
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Ehe CopleyPrints 


For Twenty Years a Hall-Mark of Good Taste in Pictures 
Also Two New Series of the Highest Distinction 


The Copley Color Prints 
Khe Cowley- Etchings 





*TOUCH.—By J. Wells Champney 
Both for gifts and for framing for your own walls, these pic- 


Gaudens. “I could not wish better.”—Edwin A. Abbey. 

At art stores, or sent on approval. $1.00 to $100.00. 

New and Complete Illustrated Catalogue (practically a hand- 
book of American Art) sent for 25 cents (stamps) ; this cost 
deducted from a subsequent purchase of the Prints. 

Your old Family Portraits reproduced privately in the Copley 
Prints: daguerreotypes, old faded photographs, tintypes, 
etc. Particulars on request. 


CURTIS & CAMERON: Offices, 129 Harcourt St., BOSTON 





zal 


Your Dealer or C. TI. EVANS & SONS, 


SALESROOM: Pierce Building opposite Public Library 


News 


YRIADS of things happen every 

day, but only a comparatively few 
of them are “news,” and the newspa- 
pers take upon themselves the grave re- 
sponsibility of deciding. In a great city 
like New York, many divorces are 
granted every day, but only one or two 
of them rise to the importance of 
“news.” So, also, there are many mar- 
riages, but unless the contracting par- 
ties have money or “connections” or 
bizarre peculiarities, these marriages 
can not hope to be “news.” Count- 
less quantities of sapient observations 
upon public and private questions are 
made every day, but these are not 
“news” unless the owner of the news- 
paper has a good and sufficient reason, 
well known to himself, for exploit- 
ing those particular ideas. On the 


there’s no finer gift 
than a supply of 






10 doz. bottles in barrel 





tures are unsurpassed. “Fine in quality.’»—Augustus Saint- | 


*Copyright by |5 













For the Man of Good Taste 


Hudson, N. Y. 











other hand, if the owner of the paper 
desires to keep on the right side of a 
certain advertiser, the most platitudi- 
nously commonplace utterances may 
readily find a place in the “news” 
columns. Millions of men daily go 
about their business, but their activ- 
ities are not “news” unless they take 
place in Wall Street or in one or two 
other districts. 

Thus it is clear that news is not 
made by human society in its daily 








effort to get the necessities of life with 
a few luxuries on the side, but it is 
made by the newspapers, who merely 
ladle from the illimitable and inex- 
haustible cauldron of human 
those particular happenings which tra- 


events 


dition or habit or inclination or ex- 
perience or expediency has O. K’d. 
Only on this basis can a newspaper 
begin to make good its claim to print 
“all the news” or even “all the news 
that’s fit to print.” 




















The new Apperson Chummy Car is a real four- 


passenger Roadster. A\ll four passengers occupy 
one compartment, all face forward. The front 
seats are individual, divided by an aisle-way 


giving access to the rear 


This model is absolutely new. It is exclusive. 
It is proving one of the favorites of the 1916 season. 


Designed to accommodate four people with 
comfort, it retains at the same time all the attrac- 
tiveness of a two-passenger roadster. 


The top when up protects all four passengers 
and when folded does not interfere with those 
occupying the rear seats. en rear seats are not 
used the top may be extended as a deck over 
them, protecting from dust and 
giving the appearance of a two- 


passenger car. 


Graceful in line, long and 
low, the Chummy Roadster has 
a rakish swing and an aggres- 
sive air. It seems alive with 
“pent-up” eagerness to go. It 











































































































seats. 


is a type of car to delight the sportsman who de- 
mands power and speed above all else. 


For the man to whom a roadster is a business 
asset, the Chummy Car offers the advantages of 
a roadster and a touring car at the cost of one. 
And the added room for the occasional extra pas- 
sengers will often prove useful, 


Six-cylinde Chummy Roadster, $1550: Eight, 
$1850. Other 1916 Models include: 7-passen- 
ger “Eight,” $1850; 7-passen- 
ger “Six,” $1550; 5-passenger 
“Six,” $1485; 7-passenger ‘* Six- 
sixty,” $2350. See the Apper- 

son dealer or write for booklet. 


Apperson Bros. 
Automobile Company 


Kokomo, Indiana 
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Living in an Abandoned 
Well 


AVING recently bought an aban- 
doned well, I wish to let the 
world know what a great joy it is 
to live in one. Many people have 
scorned abandoned wells, but it re- 
mains for me to place them where 
they belong. 

I advertised in the paper, and, hav- 
ing secured a number of replies, 
looked over two or three hundred 
abandoned wells throughout New Eng- 
land, until I found one that I thought 
would suit my purpose. The entrance 
was covered with weeds, tastefully 
arranged, and needed but slight fur- 
bishing to make a scenic effect that 
would delight the eye of any artist. 

In fitting up my well I used the 
simplest furniture, making it out of 
soap-boxes tied with pink ribbon, 
which my wife secured at a bargain 
sale on Sixth Avenue. I believe the 
time is coming when most cultivated 
people who desire something new and 
are in straightened circumstances (like 
myself) will live in abandoned wells 
almost continually. I can enumerate 
many advantages, but the following will, 
perhaps, be enough to start a new fad. 

The American people have not had 
a new fad now for nearly thirty-six 
hours, and if I can put them on their 
feet by creating a desire for living in 
abandoned wells, I shall not have lived 
in vain. 

The advantages, therefore, of living 
in an abandoned well are somewhat as 
follows: 

One has plenty of water on hand, 





“ MY DEAR MADAM, WHAT YOU NEED IS 
EXERCISE. TRY BUTTONING YOUR OWN 
SHOES EVERY MORNING.” 
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“ WELL, THE ONLY THING TO DO IS TURN AND GO BACK” 


except in the dry season, when a 
visit to the nearby grocery store may 
supply the deficiency. 

An abandoned well is always cool. 
I usually move in during April and 
stay until the middle of September, 
thus avoiding the broiling heat of the 
summer sun. 

There is no dust. In fact, this alone 
is enough to repay anyone for living 
in an abandoned well. 

I discovered that it was compara- 
tively easy to raise frogs’ legs, a deli- 
cacy that it is very difficult to obtain 
in the open market, where one is 
almost invariably confronted with the 
products of cold storage. 

By living in an abandoned well you 
also get rid of all noise. After the dis- 
tracting turmoil of the city and the 
raucous sound of the automobiles 
passing in the country, one has no 
conception of the quietness which pre- 
vails in an abandoned well. I was 
able in one week to read aloud to 
myself an entire Robert Chambers 
novel. Thus, even in the bottom of a 
well, one may become spiritualized. 


Abandoned wells, as a rule, have 
no telephones. Thus you are not con- 
stantly being called up by your next- 
door neighbor or a distant relative 
who is hastening to meet you with open 
arms. Also the air in an abandoned well 
is almost invariably moist, and it has 
been successfully proven by scientists, 
bacteriologists, pathologists, psycholo- 
gists and geologists that moist air is 
a health-giving gas, which regenerates 
the system and recreates the organism. 

And, then, consider how different an 
abandoned well is from a rolling stone. 


Why Not? 


Gus CHILD (on Christmas Eve): 
Then you don’t think Santa Claus 

will be able to find us? 

Stum Mortuer: I’m afraid he doesn’t 
even know where the tenements are. 

Stum Cuitp: But he will be at all 
the rich churches to-night, won’t he? 

StuM MotTHER: Yes, dear. 

Stum CuiLp: Then why can’t he get 
the addresses of the tenements from 
the churches that own them? 
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Living the Past 


in Present Day Comfort 


Same tropic seas, furrowed by pirate galleys; 
the same brilliant sunshine on coral strands, 
stately palms and cities of a by-gone day. 


Think of enjoying these visions of pirate days, 
of treasure trove, in restful ease—surrounded 
by every comfort that lets you enjoy the 
romance and history of the Spanish Main. 





Sail Southward on Great White Fleet Ships, 
built especially for tropical travel; cool air 
forced into every room; spacious decks; all 
outside rooms, many with baths. A la carte 
service on New York ships. 


Cruises from 15 to 25 Days to 
CUBA, JAMAICA, PANAMA CANAL, 
CENTRAL and SOUTH AMERICA 


Sailings of GREAT WHITE FLEET Ships from New 
York every Wednesday and Saturday and fortnightly on 
Thursdays, Sailings from New Orleans every Wednesday, 
Thursday and Saturday. For information write to 


PASSENGER TRAFFIC DEPARTMENT 
United Fruit Company Steamship Service 
17 Battery Place, New York Comndtine ot Gin 
Pas for all Central and 
Write for Our New Book zo E South American West 
“CRUISING THE CARIBBEAN” 5 es Coast Porte. 


A story, with illustrations, about the Pirates, 
Buccaneers and Marooners of the Spanish 
Main: Sir Henry Morgan, Captain Kidd, 
Teach, “Blackbeard,” Lafitte and others. 











SAILING UNDER THE AMERICAN FLAG 
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So we went to see a Pianola for ourselves and hear it 
for the first time. Then we sat down comfortably while 
the salesman explained that the Pianola was a piano if one 
wanted to use it as such. But it was far more than that. 


He touched the Metrostyle, one of the remarkable 
inventions which humanized and helped to make an inter- 
pretative instrument of the automatic piano. He showed 
how it was easily possible—simply by making the pointer 
follow the wavy red line on the roll before one—to vary 
the time and make it consonant with the very feeling of 
the composer himself. He showed how, by the simple 
swinging forth and back of this wonderful lever, one 
could change the time just as one wished. 


He showed us the Themodist cuttings on the same 
roll by which the melody sang sweetly forth, taking 
its place predominately above the base—and without 
the thumping effect familiar to so many “players”. 
He showed us how the Sustaining Pedal develops sweet, 
rounded tone-bodies which I knew were only to be 
acquired by years of pedal study by the greatest 
pianists. He even played before us there a little piece 
with so moving and tender an appeal, with so touch- 
ing and varied a tenderness of tone, as fairly to bring 
tears to the eyes. 


It seemed impossible that any automatic instrument 
could reflect so intimately every feeling which moved the 
player while he played. 


“But,” I said, astonished, ‘could I play that?” 


“Perhaps not so well as I—at first,” he smiled — ‘but 
try for yourself!” 


I sat at the instrument and tried ‘In My Neighbor’s 
Garden”, an exquisite little piece by Nevin. I foilowed 
the wavy Metrostyle line and the music lilted along with 
quite a touch of the breezy feeling—and with no 
thumping suggestion in spite of my inexperience. I 
pedaled softer when he told me and the tones softened 
too, till one could almost imagine the muted sweetness 
of the birds among the gentle forests of the flowers. 


We bought that Pianola for the little girl that was 
ours. For we knew that even while she was drudging 
through the necessary piano lessons, that we had given 
her something which would develop her taste for the best 
music, and her sympathetic love and understanding ot it, 
even while she was learning the discouraging mechanical 
part of music. We knew tht we were preserving for her 
the understanding of music, the broader, happier life which 
would take her away from the frets and worries of our 





There is but one Pianola. It is made only by The Aeolian 
Company, and in the following models: 


The STEINWAY PIANOLA 
The SteCK PIANOLA The WHEELOCK PIANOLA 
The STUYVESANT PIANOLA The STROUD PIANOLA 
and the famous WEBER PIANOLA 


Prices from $550. Transportation charges added on the 


Pacific Coast. 








‘CHRISTMAS LIFE- 


=~, 


The Stroud 
Pianola 
Price $550 








little life—while freshening and enlivening her spirit, 
and keeping it pure. 


And, to tell the truth, perhaps there was just a little 
thought of ourselves, too. Perhaps I thought of myself 
and the blessed hours of rest and relaxat’on | could have 
with my mind far away from the worries of a man’s work 
—interpreting for myself the world’s most exquisite 
poetries of sound, and becoming intimately familiar with 
these master compositions which had been locked doors 
to me. 


Perhaps my dear wife thought of the relaxation she 
might have from the little wearing worries of the home. 
Perhaps she thought of the happy evenings we all might 
have, playing the old fond pieces of her girlhood betore 
motherhood came and the opportunities for practice 
ceased. Perhaps. 


But high and clear above all other feelings was the 
one that we had given at last a Christmas gift with a real 
significance to our daughter’s life, which would beautify 
and ennoble it and make it worthy even of the sacred 
festival that gave all Christmas gifts a birth. 

v 


This Great Gift—the Pianola—remember you may 
give. For a sum no greater than you would pay for some 
mere trinket you can have it in your home. For a monthly 
sum so small you will scarcely feel it, you can pay for it. 


We will be glad to send ycu free a mag- 
nificent catalog and the name of our nearest 
representative. Address Department R12, 


THE AEOLIAN COMPANY 
AEOLIAN HALL NEW YORK 


Manufacturers of the celebrated Aeolian-Vocalion and Largest 
Manufacturers of Musical Instruments in the World 
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Copyright, 1915, The Aeolian Company 
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‘CHRISTMAS 


The three vital features of your 
Christmas Grafonol 


For, of course, your new instrument will be a Columbia, 
if it is a question of musical quality—of certainty of lasting 
enjoyment. Judge the superiority of the Columbia Grafonola, 
first of all, upon its superb tone. 


Tone. 


Tone is the soul of music. And tone perfection depends fully 
as much upon the scientific exactness of the reproducing mechanism 
of the instrument itself as upon the original recording process. The 
perfected reproducer and tone-arm of the Columbia Grafonola is the 
crowning achievement in this branch of the art. The tone is carried 
from the reptoducer needle to the end of the tone chamber through one 
continuous uninterrupted and ever-expanding passage 

Once you realize the tone possibilit'es of the Columbia Grafonola, 
playing Columbia Records or any other records, we believe you will 
aever again be satisfied with any tone less full and true, less brilliant 
and round and natural. 


Tone control: 


With the Columbia you have every possible gradation of tone at 
your command, The tone-control leaves, built on the one right prin- 
ciple of controlling tone-volume, and the wide variety of needles avail- 
able, give you any and all degrees of tone-volume, from the lightest 
pianissimo to the resounding fortissimo to fill the largest auditorium. 


Convenience. 


Your Grafonola, equipped with the individual record ejectors, an 
exclusive Columbia feature, is ideal in its convenience. Your records 
are racked individually in velvet-lined slots that automatically clean 
them and protect them against breaking and scratching. A numbered 
push-button controls each record—a push of the button brings any 
record forward to be taken between the thumb and fingers. 


COLUMBIA) 


Graphophone (4) Company 


Box L-270 Ko Woolworth Bldg., N. Y. 
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BE strong in faith; unfearing, wait; Keep bright that lamp, keep safe that shrine, 
And if, unchecked for human woe, Hold that one altar void of stain— 

Red roar the raging flames of Hate, The flames will fall, the lamp will shine, 
Let Love’s pure lamp the clearer glow. For Hate must die and Love shall reign. 
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Christmas, 1915 
By Edward S. Martin 


LONG with the Christian treatment for the healing of the 
nations there seems to go an unconscionable amount of sur- 
gery. It shocks the sensibilities a good deal; shocks them all 
the way along as one reads of it in history; has shocked them 

with especial violence for the last seventeen months. These goings-on 
in Europe, which still proceed with such frantic ardor, do not match 
up well with peace and good-will and the other habitual ingredients of 
our traditional Christian ideal. 

Now it is odd about ideals. They are not sentiments written on 
paper. They are aspirations that run in the blood. They discover 
themselves, not in oratory and protestations, but in behavior. The tra- 
ditional Christian ideal has always reeked with peace, and the actual 
Christians have, for the most part, been active and successful fighters. 
The easiest way to account for that is to say that they did not live up 
to their profession, but that is not the whole story; for there 
have been plenty of very earnest fighters who have been very ac- 
ceptable examples of Christian character. What seems more likely 
is that the pacific intention of Christian teaching has been pushed 
ahead of its penetrating insistence on justice. Peace founded on in- 
justice is a rotten article and not Christian. The Christian peace is 
founded on good-will to men. To seek peace first and at any price 
is just another phase of seeking first all the material benefits and try- 
ing to add to them the kingdom of God. But that is not the Christian 
order of acquisition, which favors the other way round, making right- 
eousness the essential and regarding all things else as by-products. 


F course, in the hungry pursuit of benefits by mankind the Christian 
order is perpetually violated. Men of all countries keep scrambling 

for what they can get, very little regardful whether they have already 
possessed themselves of the indispensable prerequisite. Careless of the 
kingdom of God, they struggle to add all things to their own self-seek- 
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ing, and build up great edifices of possession on foundations that 
crumble under pressure. But the Christian way is the right one that 
makes for peace, and only as that way prevails in the world will there 
ever be peace. The fighting that perpetually breaks out is the result of 
following the other method—the method of first grabbing everything 
in reach with the hope of adding character and order and benevolence 
at leisure. 

That is what is at the bottom of all the kinds of war—the war of 
magnate with magnate, of corporation with government, of workman 
with employer, of nation with nation. The peace prospects of the 
world can be very simply stated. They depend upon the prevailing 
attitude of the human mind toward property and righteousness. Right- 
eousness first means good peace prospects; property first means lots 
more wars. If you think that out of its abundant experience mankind 
is getting to feel that, after all, property is only the tail of the dog, 
then you must be hopeful of world peace, but if you think that in spite 
of all that happens, and all the saints and all the gun factories and all 
the printer’s ink, mankind is still of the opinion that property is the dog 
and righteousness merely the tail, then, of course, your expectation of 
world peace must be faint. 


| Sabesaistnaroete is prone to overvalue property; people do it, nations 

do it; hardly any one is blameless except a few tramps and im- 
practical people. But some people and some nations are much worse 
about it than others. The great quarrel that the rest of Christendom has 
just now with the Germans is that beyond all other people (who are bad 
cnough) they have put property first and planned to have righteousness 
for the mere tail of their dog. Is it not enough to say that that was 
bad in the Germans; it is important to notice how stupid it was. The 
Germans were fast getting possession of the earth. Every good dog in 
Europe, not to speak of America, was filling up with German fleas and 
they were all fattening. But deep in the German mind was the senti- 
ment that robbery is not robbery when Germans steal for Germany; 
deep in the German mind was the sentiment that to get by force is as 
good a way as any. So, having got by industry what was to be had, 
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THE STORY OF HIS LIFE 


Germany felt that the time was ripe to sup- 
plement her gains by force. Then the war, 
and all its details. 

But as exposed by the war, Germany is all 
for Germany. Not an ounce of her battles 
or reaches for any other creature under the 
sun but for the German. She has pub- 
lished her creed—‘“ Property first, Right- 
eousness at Convenience.” We have all seen the doc- 
ument sealed with blood of Belgium. We have all 
accepted notice that Germany is for Germany, proper- 
ty first, and all of us who are not Germans admit 
that Germany on her present basis is of all the nations 
the most powerful enemy of peace. 


C AgS U 








Of course, the end of the war is not yet, 
and we shall see what we shall see. But 
never war showed clearer than this one 
what makes for wars on earth. Never war 
showed clearer that there will always be 
wars as long as there are nations who put 
property before righteousness and arm to 
back their choice. If Germany wins in this 
war it means wars to come. If Germany’s behavior, by unit- 
ing all the more civilized nations against her, leads to her 
defeat, it will be at least an indication that Christendom 
in our day begins to appreciate that righteousness must 
dominate property, and that through the gates of justice 
runs the only road to peace 
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BUT, AUNTIE DEAR, POOR PEOPLE ARE SO 
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me at breakfast, “that Arthur 
was married.” 

I thought of Arthur, my old 
friend, Arthur, who for forty unde- 
feated years had kept the flag of 
bachelordom flying at the masthead of 
a possibly misguided, but at any rate 
untrammeled, existence. 

“Don’t you agree with me?” 

“My dear!” I expostulated mildly. 
It» was surely a superfluous question. 
Since the day when she first became 
legally entitled to call me hers, I have 
seldom done anything else. On this 
occasion; too, I felt that she was right. 
For his own sake Arthur certainly 
ought to marry. There is no happiness 
like the happiness of married life. Be- 
sides, it is obviously unfair that one 
fellow should be able to throw away 
on a motor-car, and bridge at the club, 
the money which another has to devote 
to perambulators and the under-nurse’s 
insurance stamps. Still, I have always 
had a soft spot in my heart for Arthur, 
and for the moment it seemed a little 
hard. 

“When is it to be?” I asked with 
a sigh. 

“What?” 

“ The wedding.” 

“The first thing is to find a wife for 
him.” ° 

“ Ah, yes, of course,” I said; “I was 
forgetting the preliminaries. Who is 
she?” 

“T was thinking of Virginia Brooks.” 

I confess I shivered. It was one 
thing for Arthur to be married, quite 
another for his immolation to be con- 
summated on such an altar. I had 
never met Virginia Brooks, an old 
school friend of my wife’s, but in com- 
mon with all the world I knew her by 
repute. She was more than a mere 
girl; she was a phenomenon, a celebrity, 
an institution. Not content with twice 
securing the ladies’ open golf cham- 
pionship, she had frequently repre- 
sented her country in international 
hockey matches, was distinctly above 
county form at lawn tennis, and only 


ci is quite time,” said my wife to 
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Cutting the Knot 
By Richard Dark 


last year had got within four miles 
of Calais in an attempt to swim the 
Channel. 

“Well,” I said after a pause, “ what 
must be, must be. But Arthur is just 
an ordinary man. Do you think she 
would look at him?” 

“Look at him? Why, any girl in her 
senses would jump at him. He’s very 
well off.” 

I thought of Virginia jumping at 
Arthur, also of Arthur jumping, sub- 
sequently, on the domestic chair. It 
was a saddening picture. 

“What steps do you propose to 
take?” I asked. 

“T haven’t decided yet. But Virginia 
is coming to stay with the Pratts for 
a month directly. It ought to be easy 
enough with a little management.” 

After breakfast my spirits sank lower 
and lower. One of the kindest-hearted 
of women, my wife finds her greatest 
happiness in promoting the welfare of 
others, and as a matrimonial agent in 
particular her local handicap starts at 
about plus four. The more I pondered 
the situation the more clearly I saw 
that Arthur was as good as gone. Fi- 
nally I determined to go round to his 
house and warn him. In all human 
probability nothing could save him, but 
I should at least have the satisfaction 
of feeling that I had done what I could. 

“You're looking very serious, old 
chap,” he said, as I entered the room 
in which he was enjoying his pipe and 
the morning paper. I sat down, and as 
I looked at him a mist dimmed my eyes. 

“Arthur,” I said, “are you feeling 
very strong this morning?” 

“As an elephant,” he answered 
lightly. 

“Then brace yourself to hear the 
worst.” 

“What is it?” 

“Emily has decided that you must 
marry.” 

“You are joking,” he said. 

“ TI wish I were. No, I’m afraid she 
has quite made up her mind.” 

Arthur knows my wife well, and 
when he realized that I was in earnest 


a shade of pallor crept into his face. 
For nearly a minute he did not speak. 
Then, “ What can I do?” he asked. 

“Nothing,” I answered in a dull 
voice. ; 

He took out his handkerchief and 
mopped his forehead with an unsteady 
hand. 

“Who is it?” he whispered. 

“Virginia Brooks.” 

With a long-drawn sigh he dropped 
his pipe to the floor and sank back un- 
conscious in his chair. I rang the bell 
for his housekeeper and between us 
we managed to revive him. He was 
obviously very shaken, but refused to 
let me send for the doctor. “I shall 
be all right directly,” he said, when we 
were alone together again. “It was 
kind of you to break it to me, but it 
took me a little by surprise.” 

“Try to forget it,” I said lamely. 

A wan smile crossed his face. “ That’s 
what they always tell you before the 
execution, isn’t it? No, I can’t forget 
it, but ’ and here he spoke very 
slowly and distinctly—‘I can promise 
you that Virginia Brooks shall never 
take me alive.” 

On the following Tuesday I met Vir- 
ginia at a tennis party. There is no 
need for me to describe her. She was 
all, and more than all, my fancy had 
painted, and the disdainful ease with 
which she banged back my choicest 
services into the far corners of the 
court strengthened my conviction that 
she was the last wife in the world for 
my poor friend. I went home feeling 
more depressed than ever. 

On the hall table a letter awaited me 
in Arthur’s handwriting, and bearing 
the London postmark. Knowing my 
wife as he did, he said, he had come 
to the conclusion that he had only two 
means of escape from Virginia Brooks. 
The first was to emigrate to the Col- 
onies, a course which, at his age, he 
was reluctant to adopt. He had ac- 
cordingly taken the other alterna- 
tive and had married his housekeeper. 
They would be away for about six 
weeks, 
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“iIT’s A WISE BOY THAT KNOWS HIS OWN FATHER” 
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Dogs and Their Heroes 


By E. V. Lucas 


OST dogs, though they are prompt to investigate 
new acquaintances and like an excursion with 
their kind now and then, are happiest with their 
masters; and this, I am sure, is not cupboard 

love either. It is pleasure in the human relation. What 
they understand of our language is little, but what they 
understand of our tones is much. They instantly respond, 
so sensitive are they, to vocal inflections, and can be 
affected by murmurs better than by words. This sensi- 
tiveness, especially to sounds of reproach or disapproval, 
sometimes tempts people to take liberties with a dog’s 
feelings. That is a mistake and one for which, since all 
dogs must die and most of our dogs die before we do, we 
can be very sorry. Indeed, the brevity of a dog’s life is 
not the least sad anomaly in a world where sadness is no 
curiosity. 

I have been thinking of this brevity of late with re- 
newed seriousness; for as I approached my home the other 
day, after an absence of three weeks, I saw my dog in 
the distance, across a meadow, and whistled to him. He 
heard me whistle and, to my surprise, after standing still 
for a moment or so, wonderingly, he came toward me not 
with his usual swift directness, but uncertainly. He was 
still doubtful and strange until within a yard or so, when 
the recognition was complete and he began those whole- 
souled expressions of delight and satisfaction which so 
few of us deserve. And then, stooping down, I realized 
what his hesitations had meant: for, to my great grief, I saw 
that a purple mist covered the middle of each eye. He was 
losing his sight. The beginning of the end, I thought sadly. 
This dog is a black spaniel, seven years old, and I have 
had him since he was a puppy; and not till now had the 
knowledge that he was aging come upon me. -But now 
I know that, like all his kind, he has 


favorites, especially spaniels—and in these days of motor- 
cars one cannot, of course, count on anything at all. 

As for Shadow, my black spaniel now under sentence, 
he has never been anything but blunderingly devoted. As 
a dog he is not clever. To be pursued by him means, for 
a rabbit, everlasting life, and, for a cat, a joke of enormous 
dimensions. In the wake of a hare, fast diminishing to 
a speck on the horizon, he is pathetic indeed; for it is 
hours before he will give up the chase. Yet as a com- 
panion he has been close, and constant, and untroubled 
by complexities of temperament, and I shall miss him 
intensely. He lies beside me as I write these words. When 
I get up he will get up, too. When I go to London he will 
spend the time listening for my returning footstep. 

Is there any harm in that? It is doing me too much 
honor, no doubt; but is there any harm in it? I never 
thought so until in an article in one of the half-crown 
reviews, I found recently Mr. W. H. Hudson saying of 
dogs that he cannot bring himself to keep one, because 
he dislikes to see “so intelligent and serviceable a beast 
degraded to the position of a mere pet or plaything.” With 
much respect and admiration for Mr. Hudson, I am bound 
to say that I think he ought to know better. When I recall 
certain of his beautiful writings—his Purple Land, for 
example, and his Shepherd’s Life, and all their sympathy 
with nature and understanding of man and pity for him— 
I am bewildered to find him thus depriving himself of 
what would be to him so congenial a companion. For 
even if we grant his point, which I do not, that the dog 
“has lost, or been robbed of, its true place in the scheme 
of things,” is that any reason why a new place as the 
happy associate of man should not be found for him? 

There is the dog’s point of view to be considered, too. 

A dog can find even in the most worth- 





had his day. He will grow blinder and 
blinder, and that will make him snappy 
and unsafe, and one morning I shall 
have to send for the vet to administer 
a merciful lethal drug. 

In any properly organized world the 
span of man and dog would coincide; 
and particularly so in this world, where 
loyalty among human creatures is not 
too easy to find, and moods among men 
and women are so common and em- 
barrassing, and where so much mis- 
chief is done by talk. The dog, being 
always faithful and the same and 
dumb, is the perfect companion; and a 
dog’s life is so short. One cannot 
count on more than five or six years 
of a dog at his best—or I would rather 
say at her best, for bitches are my 








Bride: MERCIFUL HEAVENS! THAT 
PIE IS BURNING AND I CAN’T TAKE IT 
OUT FOR TEN MINUTES YET! 


less of us—Bill Sikes jumps to mind— 
something to love and believe in. Life 
is not such a triumphant progress for 
any of us that (on our side) hero-wor- 
shippers are to be discouraged; while 
on the other side, the hero-worship- 
pers, especially those who have no dis- 
crimination, nothing but ecstasy, are 
among the happiest of creatures. 


His Dilemma 


IMMIE: What’s the matter with 
you? Got a grouch? 
CuimMMiE: Yeh. I dunno what to 


do Christmas Eve. If I plug de hole 
in de winder wid me sock I won’t have 
nothing to hang up for Santa Claus 

* to put things into, and if I don’t plug 
it I’ll freeze before he comes. 
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Hissers and False Alarms 


By Harry Grant Dart 


Bertram, the Artist 


HE batch of contributions received by the President 
of the United States from admirers one morning 
contained a pair of pulse-warmers knitted by a 
Michigan woman one hundred and two years old, 

three walking-sticks whittled from bits of the frigate Con- 
stitution and other historical timber, one highly ornate and 
illuminative sofa cushion in which the horrors of the battle 
between the Monitor and Merrimac were recalled in zephyrs 
by a Maryland school teacher, one nine-ounce egg laid by a 
fifteen-ounce New Hampshire hen, one brass tack with 
the Lord’s prayer engraved upon its head by a Maine 
jeweler and a handsome walnut-framed crayon portrait 
of himself, accompanied by a letter explaining that Ber- 
tram Caulkins, fifteen years old, of Hopeville, Ohio, who 
had never taken a lesson in his life, was its author. When 
this important work of art had been stored with eighty-four 
similar ones in the basement of the Executive Mansion, 
the President’s secretary informed Bertram by polite note 
that the head of the nation was both grateful and pleased 
with the noble gift, and the letter was framed and hung 
in the Caulkins parlor. 

That the young artist’s parents and friends were proud 
of him can, of course, be understood, and when he fol- 
lowed up this achievement by winning with his copy of 
“Pharaoh’s Horses” the prize for “best free-hand draw- 
ing” at the County Fair, people supposed to be informed 
were free in their predictions that he would some day make 
Michael Angelo and Howard Chandler Christy look like 
fence decorators. At a conference held behind closed 
doors in the Caulkins’s dining-room it was voted that Ber- 
tram’s remarkable talent should be developed in a larger 
town, and Grandma Caulkins, who had money, was. par- 
tially blind and consequently unable to discern what had 
been done to her in crayon over the parlor mantle, was 
persuaded to finance the undertaking. A drawing of the 
Roger’s group “ Weighing the Baby” was made and sent 
to the Art Students’ League in New York, and in due 
time word was received that Bertram was eligible to 
matriculate in this famed institution. Aunt Ida, married 
and living in the metropolis, agreed to house him and 
his aspirations, and he was shipped forward and made 
comfortable in the hall bedroom, 

At the League Bertram was placed in the preparatory 
class and allowed to occupy a stool in front of a plaster 
foot which resembled a chirgpodist’s advertisement. In 
the alcove with him were seven other enthusiasts engaged 
in portraying the beauty hidden in block hands and feet, 
and to his right sat a blond maiden who chewed gum and 
handled her stick of charcoal exactly as though she were 
toasting marshmallows. She casually inquired of him the 
condition of crops in the section from which he had just 





come, and a young man to his left, who wore purple socks, 
pestered him with inquiries containing the name of the 
firm of tent-makers that built his trousers. On his third 
day in the class the alcove was visited by an instructor 
who made an old lady cry, the marshmallow toaster pout, 
and told Bertram that he probably had as much art in 
him as there were coal-tar products to be found in a 
citron. A leak: sprang in the compartment where Ber- 
tram’s confidence was stored, but the young man with the 
soniferous socks assured him that the instructor was only 
a “half portion at an Automat lunch” and shouldn’t be 
taken seriously. Bertram distinguished himself in a baked- 
apple fight, won the confidence and admiration of his fel- 
low students in a rough-house with the life class and was 
told at the end of the term that when he returned in the 
fall he might go into the antique and get on intimate terms 
with Moses and the Winged Victory. 

During his vacation about the only person in Hopeville 
who couldn’t see Bertram and his art was Agnes, the 
daughter of Bertram’s pastor. She didn’t know Michael 
Angelo from the Man With the Iron Mask and wasn’t 
sure that Raphael wasn’t the name of an orchid. At the 
Sunday-school picnics when he would open his sketch 
book, select a prominent position on some handy rock and 
in front of an admiring throng proceed to malign the 
landscape, she was never of the party. She told him his 
airs made her sick, but admitted that were he to have his 
hair cut so that she could once more see his face there 
was a chance of her renewing an interest in him that was 
then dormant. . . And Bertram loved Agnes. 

During the next season at the League Bertram made 
rapid progress. He won a Fakir’s prize, had the funniest 
costume at the students’ ball and learned to know that 
Bouguereau was a false alarm and Messonier nothing but 
a cheap illustrator. He learned to talk “values” and 
“mass,” worship Whistler, understand what Matisse was 
trying to get at and hate Sir Frederick Leighton. He 
prepared a sketch for the composition contest—* God's 
Armies Before Nineveh” was the subject—and although 
the marshmallow toaster insisted that “God’s Armies” 
looked like a body of exempt firemen entirely forsaken 
by the Maker, it was as good as others submitted and’ 
better than the majority. At the end of that term he 
made the life class and the acquaintance of Fred and 
Mortimer. 

Fred had been studying at the League four years and 
Mortimer seven. They intended to go to Paris some day, 
but in the meantime were happy in the studio they occu- 
pied together. They had room for one more, and Bertram 
was induced to leave Aunt Ida’s and join them. Inciden- 
tally, Aunt Ida bore up under the shock of his departure 
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nobly, and her husband threw no obstacles in the way of 
making it hurried. The studio looked like the interior 
of a pawn shop, smelled like the paint works at Harrison, 
N. J., and Bertram loved it. At night the trio would 
have crackers and beer, talk literature and art, and once 
they gave a real party which set them back in their allow- 
ances, but it was well worth the while, because an actress 
and a poet came as well as an art critic on an afternoon 
newspaper. On Sundays and holidays they visited the 
picture galleries or sketched on Staten Island, but when 
the weather was inclement they just smoked their pipes 
and tried to find some excuse for E. A. Abbey. 

When time to prepare for the Academy exhibition came 
around they grew busy. Aunt Ida was induced to pose 
for Bertram in her new violet crépe de Chine, and “ The 
Woman in Mauve” was sent in for acceptance. Fred for- 
warded a large masterpiece consisting of a single blue 
tree cemented against a salmon-hued sky, which he called 
“Morning Mists,” and Mortimer crossed the line with a 
still life entitled “ A Corner in the Pantry.” These came 
back marked “rejected,” and while Fred and Bertram 
were shocked at the gross ignorance of the jury, Mortimer, 
who had tried before and owned a pile of rejected can- 
vases which resembled the stored scenery of a Drury Lane 
melodrama, said it was impossible to get anything by “ that 
bunch of lunkheads” without influence and took the mat- 
ter calmly. They would all arrive some day, le said, but 
Bertram had a “Child in Pink,” a “Boy with Hat,” a 
“Lady with the Red Shawl” and a “ Black Shirtwaist” 
turned down by this same cluster of “ jealous highbinders ” 
during the next two years, and then something happened. 

Grandma died. 
Yes, grandma died and St. Mary’s Hospital and the 


Hopeville Home for the Friendless divided her fortune. 
Bertram’s father, getting off with a hall clock and set of 
haircloth furniture, communicated with his son to the effect 
that if he intended to realize financially on his art it was 
a particularly auspicious time in which to make the ex- 
periment. That meant potboiling, but Bertram’s pot must 
have been watched too closely, or something, for it didn’t 
boil, and he was driven to attempt illustration. 

Fred and Mortimer promised not to tell that Bertram 
was reduced to this shocking method of providing for his 
maintenance. They were not called upon to keep their 
tongues quiet long, however, because the art directors 
didn’t seem to care for Bertram’s work—more evidence 
that they know nothing of art—and, just as Fred said, 
were a “slant-roofed bunch of nincompoops” who didn’t 
know a Rembrandt from a J. G. Brown and believed the 
Sistine Chapel to have been decorated by C. D. Gibson. 
But there was still a chance—the newspapers. Fred cried 
when Mortimer suggested it as the last means, and every 
organ from the Lewiston (Maine) Journal to the San 
Francisco Call was separately cursed when Bertram re- 
turned from a series of rounds with the information that 
if he were to break through he would either be obliged to 
become a photographer or a political cartoonist. ‘ 
Bertram submitted some cartoons, too, but—well—anyhow, 
that wasn’t art, and then another letter came from his 
father, which said something about there being an 
opening in a real-estate office, and another from a girl 
named Agnes, stating that she owned a runabout and 
that two dances were being given each week up at 
the Seminary — and— well, one day Bertram caught a 
train which left at 5:30 P. M. for Hopeville—and 
Agnes. 
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A Christmas Garland 


There once was a Maiden, who, all would allow, 
Was otherwise blameless of folly, 

That couldn’t tell holly from mistletoe-bough 
Or mistletoe-berry from holly ! 


There once was a Garland with berries like pearls . 
(It might have been wise to ignore it); 

The Maiden, who needed a wreath for her curls, 
Believed it was holly—and wore it. 


There once was a Youth, unaccustomed to look 
For foolish and formal excuses; 
And still, having studied his botany book, 


He knew all the plants and their uses. 


There once was a nook on a shadowy stair ; 
And Maiden, and Garland of glory, 

And youth were all present, but | wasn’t there, 
So how can I finish the story ? 


Arthur Guiterman. 
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The contest closed on October 4th. 
been received, each one necessitating a careful reading, that our friends are 


invited to exercise all due patience. 


So many thousands of manuscripts have 


We shail continue to publish the stories 


accepted each week in this department until all the manuscripts have been 
passed upon; and as soon thereafter as possible the prizes will be awarded. 


The Escape 


By A. Leslie Goodwin 


HE tent flap lifted and dropped. The 
prisoner coula make out the dim 
outlines of a man’s form. 

“To be shot at sunrise, eh?” 
The prisoner stirred quickly. 
voice was strangely familiar to him. 

The figure moved nearer. A _ knife 
flashed and the prisoner's bonds fell off. 

“Follow me, and not a sound.” 

They crept out of the tent, past a doz- 
ing sentry, and across a dark field. 

“Now,” said the guide, as they straight- 
ened up in the shadow of a hedge, “a 
proposition, for cousins will be cousins, 
even in war.” 

He paused, looked warily around, and 
emitted a low chuckle. 

“Six months ago,” he 


That 


continued, 


“when I was captured by your side and ° 


sentenced to be shot you rescued me, as 
I have you. You showed me our lines 
and gave me two minutes to get away. 
After that two minutes you were to fire, 
and you 

He stopped, wheeled like a flash, but 
too late. A shot rang out, and another. 

The two men stiffened, leaned toward 
each other, gasped and dropped to the 
ground. 

Around the corner of the hedge stepped 
the sentry, a smoking automatic in his 
hand. 

“Huh!” he growled, stirring the pros- 
trate figures with his foot. “ Relatives 
have no busines. on opposite sides, any- 
way. 





“Man May Love” 


By Robert Sharp 


= ISS YOUNG, I want to ask you 

soniething,” and Geoffrey modestly 
pulled the sheets close up under his pink 
chin. “I suppose you'll think me an 
awful bore for saying this to you so 
abruptly. but I’m dreadfully in earnest. 
Will you marry me, please? ” 

Miss Young did not stop a minute in 
her deft arrangement of his breakfast 
tray. She didn’t even blush. “No, I 
don’t think I will,” she answered. “ You 
see, I can’t everyone that asks 
me.” 

“How many 
ready?” 

“ Well, I haven’t married any yet.” 

“Then marry me.” 

The unruffied little nurse smiled at his 
impetuosity. “ You know,” she said, 
“every marriageable male that I have 
ever nursed has proposed to me. It is 
merely a sign of recovery. It ought to 
go on the list of symptoms.” 

“My proposal is a symptom, all right, 
but not of recovery. It is a symptom 
that I am desperately in love.” 

“You do it beautifully, but you are 
not quite so romantic as Antonio, my last 


marry 


have you married al- 





potential husband. He wanted me to 
flee with him to Italy, but his wife came 
and took him away.” 

Geoffrey was indignant. “Do you 
think: I'm going to let you stay here 
while every Dick, Tom and Dago Harry 
proposes to you?” 

“ Better eat your breakfast, Sonny.” 

“Sonny” Geoffrey flounced over, his 
face to the wall. “I don't care for any 
breakfast, thank you.” 

“All right, I'll take the tray away 
in a minute,” and with a knowing smile 
she left the room. 

Geoffrey was twenty-one, possessing all 
the impetuousness and dignity accessory 
to that age. He had offered his love and 
had been laughed at. She had called 
him “ Sonny.” 

Yet, during those three past weeks of 
antiseptic nightmare she had been ex- 
tremely kind to him. Perhaps she loved 
someone else. At the thought Geoffrey 
became quite disconsolate. 

But finally, he turned over and 
eyes fell upon the breakfast 
temptingly beside his bed. 
He 


his 
laid 
A ravenous 
pulled the 


tray 


hunger assailed him. 





tray onto the bed and began to eat. 
After all, things wer: not so bad. A 
woman always had to be coaxed. 

Meanwhile Miss Young was talking it 
over with a sister nurse at breakfast in 
the nurses’ quarters. 

“What I want to know, Heine, is this 
When do we ever get a fair chance at a 
man? We don't get away from the hos- 
pital long enough at a time to capture 
one, and here, where we receive pro- 
posals every day it's against the rules to 
marry the patients.” 

“ Did he propose to you?” 
Heine. 

“Yes, he did. And he’s a nice boy, 
too.” 

“Excuse me, not for mine. 
cinated against marriage. 
having men growi 
all the time.” 

“Sure, so am I. But, Heine, wouldn't 
it be perfectly grand to have just one 
great big man to jaw at you! He asked 
me to call him Geoffrey.” 

“ Look here, kid, you're not falling in 


interposed 


I’m vac- 
I'm'tired of 


and grumble at me 


love, are you?” demanded the quizzical 
Heine. 

“T wonder if he has another 
answered Miss Young irrelevantly. 


girl,” 


About noon Geoffrey became exceed- 
ingly restless. Miss Young smoothed his 
pillows again and again. Once when 
her hand temptingly 
grasped it and kissed it. It must be con- 
fessed that Miss Young didn’t withdraw 
her hand quite so quickly as the super- 
intendent would 


strayed near, he 


thought proper. 
She even blushed and that was very un- 
usual for the sophisticated nurse. 

“Gee, I know I'm an awful bore to 
keep bothering you like this, but haven't 


have 


you changed your mind? Don’t you 
think you can marry me?” 
“Look here, Geoffrey”—she really 


hadn’t meant to call him Geoffrey—* you 
don’t know what you're talking about. 
I'm the only woman you've seen in the 
three -weeks. I may have helped 
pull you over some pretty rough places. 
Of course you think you have to marry 
your benefactor.” 

“T have to marry you, 
but that’s not the reason. I'm going to 
ask you three times a day until you 
consent to be my wife.” 

“Well, keep it up, Geoffrey. It will 
help pass the time.” Miss Young had 
quite regained her customary impene- 
trability. 

Geoffrey kept his word. When his 
nurse was in the room he watched her 


last 


Miss Young, 


continually and at the most unexpected 
times propounded the old question. If 
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she left the room he always developed 
a dreadful thirst as an excuse for an 
imperative summons. Even Miss Young 
found it hard to doubt his sincerity. She 
floundered between natural emotions and 
her professional indifference. 

At last, Geoffrey was pronounced well, 
and yet the girl had not consented. He 
had no excuse for remaining longer, so 
with evident bad humor he consented to 
go. 
“Miss Young,” he said, “I’m going 
home to-day, and I just won’t leave 
you here for some dirty ‘ Dago’ to be 
grabbing at your hand and proposing to 
you all the time. Marry me and come 
away from here.” 

“Geoffrey, I'm going to give you a 
square deal. You go home for a month, 
see other girls, and if you then still 


want to marry me, come up here and 
I'll think about it.” 

“T’m on, Miss Young. Say, I’ve 
found out your first name. It’s Claire, 


isn't it? You know I used to think 
Diana was a peach of a name, but Claire 
beats it a mile.” 

Geoffrey went home. Miss Young 
cried a little in the solitude of her room. 
Then she settled down to a haif hopeful 
vigil of waiting. During the first two 
weeks she received seven letters, each 
one declaring Geoffrey's undying devo- 
tion and his firm des:re to return for 
her. Every night she read the entire 
collection up to date, and wept over 
them, as is the manner of women be- 
loved. 
word. She fought this rather hopeless 
portent with trusting heart. 

Often during the long day’s work when 
patients grumbled, when some ogling 
male became amorously persistent, when 


the little murse found herself  al- 
most hating mankind, she _ slipped 
into the vacant corridor and _ re-read 


one of the treasured epistles to give her 
faith. 

The third week dragged along and the 
beginning of the fourth, and still she 
received not a word. At first she waited 
impatiently for each day’s mail, but fi- 
nally she began to delay her call at the 
desk, dreading the recurrent disappoint- 
ment. 

At last one morning at breakfast, she 
received a letter addressed in Geoffrey's 
handwriting. All ‘aflutter she slipped it 
into her pocket until she should be 
alone. But she couldn’t wait, so she 
tremulously tore the envelope open and 
read: 

“My Dear Miss Young: I shall al- 
ways regard you as a woman of the 
rarest good sense. You must have 
thought me a great fool. I think a man 


Then for days she received no 
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is hardly responsible for what he does 
when he is sick. I must thank you for 
your splendid nursing, and, furthermore, 
for the way in which you brought me 
to my senses. You see, Diana and I 
have made it all up again. I’m sending 
you a card.” 


The card bore the conventional “ Mr. 
and Mrs. W. P. Harvey announce—” 

Miss Young slowly crumpled up the 
letter and shoved it into her pocket. 
“ Heine,” she said, “one of these days 
I’m going to take advantage of some guy 
and marry him while I’ve got him down.” 


The Old Grove Crossing 


By Albert H. Coggins 


ORE mother’s tears, and the fourth 

prisoner discharged! The judge be- 
gan to fear permanent softening of the 
heart and therefore took grim satisfaction 
when the name Timothy McMenamin, 
alias “One Eyed johnny,” was called 
and there shambled into the dock a 
chronic old jail-bird whose appearance 
left no remote possibility of the further 


painful exercise of discretionary 
powers. 
Silence reigned while his Honor 


scanned the card. From highway rob- 
bery and safe-cracking the record of 
Timothy ran the entire gamut of inspir- 
ing action, and by some subtle mental 
telepathy the crowd knew that he had 
indeed been a man of parts. But now 
Timothy was in the sere and yellow and 
had fallen on evil days. The Judge read 
aloud from the present indictment, to 
which Timothy had _ sullenly pleaded 
“ Guilty.” 

“ Soliciting alms upon the public thor- 
oughfare and vagrancy.” 

Then fraught with deep agrieve, his 
“ Why—Timothy!” caught the levity of 
the crowded court room. 


The Judge pursed pondering lips. 
Then a playful thought was his. 

“Are you represented by counsel, 
Timothy?” 

Timothy was not. 

“Mr. Wallace! ”’ 


If a room may be_ said to gasp, that 
court room gasped. 

William R. K. Wallace! 

The rubber rattle of an impromptu 
assignment, usually thrown the teething 
tyro, given to the very leader of the bar! 

His Honor was indeed facetious. 

Wallace, engaged in an undertone con- 
fab with a court clerk, looked up, con- 
verted the instinctive gesture of impa- 
tience into one of good-natured ac- 
quiescence and stepped forward. The 
crowd's tribute to supremacy; a hush so 
distinct as to seem almost audible. 

The Judge assumed due solemnity. 

“Mr. Wallace, we have here a knight 
errant of most distinguished parts. He 
has sojourned in many public institu 
tions. A most cosmopolitan citizen and 
of unquestioned social standing; having 


of the best wardens in the 
country. Some twenty years ago he 
committed a little indiscretion up in 
Montour County, dwelling there subse- 
quently for a period of six months. 
That being your own native heath, Mr. 
Wallace, would it not be chivalric and 
neighborly upon your part to volunteer 
your professional services!” 

The crowd enjoyed the speech and 
scene. In all his years at the bar no one 
had ever seen William R. K. Wallace 
nonplussed. Now his Honor had suc- 
ceeded in “ putting one over” on him. 
His “ Certainly, your Honor” was but 
instinctive. Of the purport of a possible 
plea Wallace had no remote idea. So 
he turned and indulged in a critically 
professional survey of his client. 

As he took in the sullen figure, un- 
shaven, unkempt and hard, the forbid- 
ding aspect painfully accentuated by 
the patch over one sightless eye—what 
came of a sudden to the attorney? 
Masterful and adroit though he was, 
did he feel the utter futility of it all? 
It certainly seemed that Wallace—Wil- 
liam R. K. Wallace—trembled through 
an acute second of actual stage fright, 
the horrible unnerved instant when the 
mind gropes and finds no substance of 
thought. Yes, his Honor had scored. 

Then, himself again, he addressed the 
Court. Quietly, almost conversationally 
and entirely away from the subject at 
hand; but this was Wallace, and no one 
stayed him. 

“T was born in Centre County, your 
Honor, not Montour, but so close to the 
county line that your Honor’s impres- 
sion is to all intents and purposes cor- 
rect. So close, in fact, that right down 
the driveway, scarcely a hundred yards 
away, one could step into Montour 
County by crossing the railroad tracks, 
for they were the county line at that 
corner.” 

Then for a few seconds he indulged in 


met some 


memory’s visualization of early days. 
Then he continued: 
“We lived there contentedly, your 


Honor; a good father, a sainted mother, 
myself a grown boy and—and a baby 
sister She had come late 
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Perhaps that’s one reason we made so 
much of her. Just turned two she was, 
and a little bundle of winsomeness. . 
She gathered to herself all the glint- 
ing morning sunlight of the mountain 
tops.” 

People stirred restlessly, This was 
not like Wallace. True, he sometimes 
indulged in sentiment before a jury and 
ofttimes moved the sturdy yeomanry to 
free some red-handed rascal regardless 
of the facts. But to parade his own early 
rural days and his little sister—well, it 
only indicated that he was sore pressed. 

But now the discerning could note the 
least little shade of resonance and pur- 


pose. And, too, he half turned from 
time to time toward the man in the 
dock. 


“Through that valley the magnificent 
Blue Diamond Express went thundering 
by, bearing its burden of the prosperous 
and contented But then there 
were other trains, the long slow freights 
that wended their way, laden, down the 


valley. They too carried passengers 
on the couplings cramped 
up underneath . . . or smuggled into 


the corner of a box-car. These were of 
the underworld—the discontented and 
the disinherited. The tramp, the out- 
cast . perchance the _ criminal, 
making his getaway from city to city.” 

He glanced keenly, quickly; his client 
was beginning to emerge from stolid in- 
difference. 

“The Old Grove Crossing, as they 
called it, was not so well guarded twenty 
years ago as now, your Honor. And one 
day this little two-year-old took it into 
her baby head to roam. 
Perhaps childish fancy 
paints the wild flowers on 
a distant hill brighter ; per- 
haps some errant butter- 
fly winged its random way 
across the tracks — who 
knows? 

“ At all events, the wan- 
derlust seized her tiny feet 
and she had come just so 
near Montour County that 
she had but to cross the 
far track to have com- 
pletely changed jurisdic- 
tion. And there she stood, 
for a big slow-moving train 
of empties occupied: that 
track. Puzzled? Perhaps, 
a little; but still it was a 
matter of no moment. 

Neither, your 
Honor, was the big, thun- 
dering Blue Diamond. 
Why should it be? There 
existed in all this world 


“ HELLO! 
DINNER FOR MY SINS! 
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no such thing as either evil or fear. 
And so she waited, trans- 
fixed only by wonderment as the mon- 
ster thing bore down on her. 
I’m aware, your Honor, that in every 
well-appointed melodrama the hero al- 
ways appears at the proper instant. . 
But in real life sometimes—well, we 
have tried cases in our courts, the pur- 
pose of which was to determine the 
dollar value of that for which there can 
be no recompense—a baby life crushed 
out.” 

He paused for an impressive second. 

“ And this was my baby sister. 

“Oh, yes, they saw her when 
less than two hundred feet away. Along 
that straightaway the Montour Valley 
Railroad Company, in its corporate wis- 
dom, shot its Blue Diamond seventy 
miles an hour. The engineer was the 
best man on the line—and he fainted 
dead away. That’s what their best man 
did. He had a baby of his own. Instinct 
made him throw on the brakes 
as well a child’s bucket of sand on the 
tracks ! Down, down it came, 
shrieking, crashing, pounding and swirl- 
ing from side to side; belching its hell 
of destruction and rasping its million 
sparks as the brakes half gripped. . . . 
Only one small mercy vouchsafed—by 
its awful might and momentum—instant 
death! ” 

Dramatically Wallace passed his hand 
over his forehead. The Judge had done 
the same. So well had he played upon 
their emotions that he sensed to perfec- 
tion the proper pause duration. . . 





A MULTITUDE 
IS THIS CHARITY ? 


I WANT TO GIVE A CHRISTMAS 
COVERS FOR THREE THOUSAND, PLEASE.” 


“No, your Honor,” he said quietly, 
“she did not die. This little story 
of real life followed the conven- 
tional. . . . Sometimes God is as 
good as the dramatist. They told us the 
meagre details. He didn’t; he had a 
pressing engagement and slipped away, 
resuming, I suppose, his ‘ reservations’ 
on his Blue Diamond. . . He wasn’t 
very prepossessing, anyway, from all ac- 
counts. Any ten-twenty-thirty dramatist 
could have given us a more present- 
able, better manicured hero.” 

Wallace sauntered a little. 

“This object that tumbled from a 
box-car, sprawled, picked himself up and 
then jumped like a cat, was, as a matter 
of fact, a nobody, an outcast, a crook—” 

Casually, it seemed, his hand rested 
on the bowed shoulder of the broken old 
man. 

“Just a one-eyed yeggman, making his 
way ” 

He got no further. The court room 
was in an uproar and unrestrained ap- 
plause ran its riotous course. There was 
none to check it. 

His Honor, savagely surreptitious with 
his handkerchief, finally took command 
of himself and the situation. 

“Mr. Wallace, the Court requires no 
argument in this case. We will accept 
the guarantee of future good conduct 
which you were about to offer, and, if 
necessary, underwrite it ourselves. 
Sentence suspended!” 

Then as the Court was adjourned and 
they crowded about the pair of them, 
counsel and client, a shouldering, demon- 
strative throng a dozen deep, the Judge, 
before retiring, stilled them 
for a brief afterword. 

“Mr. Wallace, in the 
matter of the—ah, of cer- 
tain refreshments, in which 
we had rendered a mental 
ruling incidental to the 
costs thereof, we would 
say that ruling is hereby 
reversed and the—the re- 
freshments — are on — the 
Court.” 





ANDALL: I just 
borrowed five dol- 

lars from a friend. 

Rocers: Give me his 
address quick. 

RANDALL: Why? 

Rocers: A man who 
would lend money to 
you would lend it to any- 
one. 
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WENT TO THE 


AND YOU 


AND SO HAPPY THAT YOU ARE BESIDE YOURSELF! 


PANAMA EXPOSITION ON YOUR WEDDING TRIP?” 


“ WELL, WELL! 


“So I UNDERSTAND.” 
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A Christmas Thought 


APPY or sad—gay or grim—when you read this, know that I— 
your friend, apart—yet near, salute you! Joy to your house— 
plenty to your purse—love to your hearth! Health to you and 
to yours! 

The pine branches that fill your halls with fragrance, the smoke from 
your Christmas logs bring me breaths of welcome gusts of holiday cheer. 

Or maybe, alone in your attic, you are looking out across snowfields 
in the sky, thinking of friends who once were at your side. Know then, 
that I am thinking of you. From the ends of the earth I greet you. 
From tropic poinsettia meadows lit with scarlet stars, I send you Christ- 
mas thoughts. From the throbbing, smiling, sorrowing hearts of great 
cities I reach out to you. 

From mountain evergreens, gemmed with mistletoe, my prayer for 
you whispers to the stars. Rejoice! 

Put by your sombre dreams of what is gone into the gray past. This 
is the day of days—when the Child’s hand touched the world and kind- 
ness and love bloomed in the winter pastures. Weep not for those friends 
we loved who left us here to grieve for them. They walk to-day, hand 
in hand, through fields of eternal spring. 

Songs from the stars time their footsteps by the deep waters of their 
abundance. Their eyes smile when they think of us as much-loved com- 
rades who go on with the tasks their tired hands put by for the artistry 
of splendid studios. They have learned the song of victory. They ride 
their splendid steeds across the suns to chant to you. To you, ponder- 
ing over some tragic comedy—some strange, sad adventure that has broken 
the harmony of your existence—they sing and bid you look up to the skies. 

They wait for you beside the gates of Dawn with hymns of cheer 
and royal courage—triumphant over death. They have kept the Faith— 
they have sunk in no whirlpool of dishonor—no shifting sand of falsehood 
—no easy mire of stupid safety. 

From hills that kiss the clouds they greet the Christmas unafraid. 
Rejoice with them! 

You have trod the roads that rim the rivers of life—you have been 
true. You know—you know! 

The Child’s hand touches this old world once more. The light breaks 
on land and sea. The Christmas dawn is here! 

Kate Masterson. 
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“There was no room for them in the inn.” 


When They Met 


“IT seems singular,” said the Pulpit to the Throne, “ that 

two such important powers as we are, who have had 
such an immense influence on the course of history, should 
meet so seldom.” 

“Especially,” replied the ‘Throne, “ when-one considers 
how we used to be such close friends. But I haven’t been 
feeling very well lately, and somehow we have drifted 
apart. Are you as hearty as you were?” 

In the face of this ra.her deprecatory insinuation, the 
Pulpit maintained his usual solemn dignity. 

“Tl don’t know, my friend,” he replied, “that I am living 
any more in the past than you are.” 

“We're both a couple of back numbers,” said the 
Throne, “ but I can’t complain. I had my fling—and a good 
one it was. I made things hum while I was on top. It 
was, ‘ Here, people, do this,’ and ‘ Run along, little prole- 
tariat, and work some more.’ How I did enjoy cutting off 
heads, and breaking up families and raising Hell gen- 
erally!” 

“And me trying to keep it down,” protested the Pulpit. 
But the Throne nudged him with a touch of the old-time 
jocularity. 

“Tut, tut, my boy! You were with me as a side-partner 
much of the time. Now, you know you were. Well, I 
must run along, and dress for dinner. They use me now 
for social functions, you know. But my days are num- 
bered. Come now, be honest. Tell me truly, will you 
outlive me?” 

The Pulpit smiled knowingly, and nodded his head. 


~—St. Luke, 2:7. 


“My old friend,” he replied, “yes, I shall outlive you. 
You see you can’t tell them anything that they cannot dis- 
prove by experience. But I can.” 


If They Told the Truth 
"T gel homely your wife grows!” 
“My dear, what do you suppose my score was this 
morning? One hundred and forty-nine for eighteen holes.” 


“T won't be home till late to-night, darling. I’m going 


’ 


to paint the town red with a couple of old college chums.’ 

“Yes, sir, the hotel is pretty full, but I can give you 
what we consider the worst room in it for a little more 
than the same price you would pay for a good one if we 
weren’t so crowded.” 





A HASTY PUDDING 
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The Great Holiday Combine 


HE Holidays met. 

Christmas and New Year’s came 
along fairly close together. Washing- 
ton’s Birthday and the Fourth of July, 
old cronies both, followed arm in arm. 
Thanksgiving, solemn and sedate, was 
last. 

“In my opinion,” said Thanksgiving, 
“we ought to strike for an eight-hour 
day. Ever since I was born I’ve had 
to labor overtime.” 

“What do you think of me?” said 
Christmas. “I not only have to work 
before and after, but think of the 
bundles I have to carry!” 

The Fourth of July now started to 
speak, but there was an outcry. 

“Put him out! He’s crazy.” 

“T used to be,” smiled the Fourth, 
when there was a lull, “but I’m saner 
than I was. This leads me, my friends, 
to make a suggestion. Before we take 
any radical measures to reduce our 
present burdens we should wait until 
we are stronger.” 

“T agree with the gentleman who 
has just spoken, and of whom in re- 
cent years I have heard the best re- 
ports,” said a tall, stylish person 
dressed in the very extreme of fash- 
ion, who proved to be Easter. “ My 
friends, be patient.” 

“What’s the idea of patience?” 
asked Columbus Day, fretfully. “ You 
don’t look like Mr. Bryan, but you act 
like him.” 

“Let me explain,’ now interpolated 
the Fourth, with a glorious glow on 
his red-white-and-blue face. ‘ There’s 


strength in numbers. Now we are 
slowly increasing all the time. If we 
are willing to wait, in a few more 
years all the days in the year will be 
holidays; then they'll all be worked 
so hard they can combine and secure 
a minimum working day for every hol- 
iday. What says everybody?” 

Everybody was unanimous except 
one little voice that spoke up clear 
and loud: 

“Never! Don’t shorten me what- 
ever you do! I don’t do half as much 
as I would like. Put me down as 
against it.” 

“Your name?” asked the secretary. 

“Valentine’s Day.” 


Greeting! 
HE cedar and the holly 
Their Christmas joys may show— 
As some aver—but I prefer 
Just yew and mistletoe! 


Heroes 


HE present facilities of the world 
for producing heroes have never 
been excelled. The hero factories are 
running night and day and have or- 
ders ahead which they cannot fill fast 
enough, and already the veins of the 
world are swollen with a plethora of 
heroes. 

A hero should be sporadic. Heroes 
decrease in intensity as their number 
increases. The rays of hero-worship 
converge at one point and cannot be 
focussed in all directions at once. 

When is a hero not a hero? 

When he is but one of several he- 
roes. 

There is naturally a degree of com- 
parison between heroes. One hero 
is naturally more heroic than another. 
And the standard of heroism is rising 
day by day. 

One inevitable result of the present 
great conflict, if it long continues, is 
to place the goal of heroism just be- 
yond the reach of human endeavor. 
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SAFE AND SANE SOLUTION RE 


Santa Claus: WILL YOU PLEASE SIGN THIS PETITION? IT IS TO CHANGE 
THE DANGEROUS CELEBRATIONS OF JULY THE FOURTH, SO THEY WILL BE 


SIMILAR TO CHRISTMAS 
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An Actor on Their Hands 


““T’HINK of it!” exclaimed 
Maltby. “My old school- 
mate, Mercator Phillby, tak- 
ing the leading part in a musical 
comedy and I not knowing it! 
We must go see it. I must 
communicate with him. How 
about Saturday matinée?” He 
held up the paper. 

Mrs. Maltby, although a lib- 
aiey eral-minded and adaptable per- 
son, was naturally, after the manner of 
certain sedate wives, not so highly en- 
thusiastic as her husband. 

“An actor!” she said. “Oh, dear! 
I wouldn’t renew an old acquaintance 
like that. You will only regret it. 
Take my advice and don’t do it. Those 
early friendships never pan out. And 
with actors!” 

“He was a splendid fellow!” said 
Maltby. “Quiet and sober. I wouldn’t 
have dreamed that he had any talent! 
It’s wonderful! I simply must see him, 
if only for a word.” 

“ Sober!” sniffed Mrs. Maltby. “Um! 
Don’t you know, my dear, those actors 
spend all their time, when they are not 
acting, in carousing. Why, they never 
last more than a few years. Now don’t, 
please, at your time of life, get drawn 
into that kind of an atmosphere. It’s 
dreadful to think of!” 

“Well,” replied the diplomatic Maltby, 
“let’s go to the play anyway. I'd 
rather like to see how Merky looks 
now. My stars! Notice the way they 
advertise him!” 

Mrs. Maltby, in spite of her outward 
protestation of austerity, was human. 
The stage possessed for her a secret 
fascination. She loved light music. 
And they went to the play. 

Maltby sent his card through the box 
office after the first act to his old 
schoolmate. Later on, after the second 
act, he excitedly showed the answer to 
his almost frightened but highly curi- 
ous wife. It read: 

“Bob, old boy! Be sure and wait 


after the show! I must see you! 
Merky.” 


By Thomas L. Masson 


After they had gotten home that aft- 
ernoon, fresh from their adventure in 
the wings of the theatre, Maltby and 
his wife sat down and stared at each 
other across the table. 

“You did it,” said Mrs. Maltby se- 
verely. “Now don’t blame me, no 
matter what happens.” 

“But, my dear girl, you must admit 
he is a nice fellow, and didn’t he treat 
us splendidly? Same old Merky! I 
simply had to ask him out here for a 
week-end. Besides, I looked at you 
first.” 

“ And of course I had to join in and 
ask him too, after you’d gone that far. 
Now the question is, what on earth 
shall we do with him?” 

There was a grim, tragic silence. 
But at last the courageous Maltby 
spoke. 

“My dear,” he said, “let’s be wicked 
for once. Merky is traveling about the 
country most of the time, so he can’t 
be with us long enough to get us into 
bad habits. Let’s be sports. We've got 
to entertain him! Let’s resign our- 
selves for a couple of days to a high 
old theatrical time. I promise you——” 

Mrs. Maltby’s face actually turned 
red. 

“TI suppose you know what a high 
old theatrical time means,” she whis- 
pered. “I’ve read about those actors, 
and what they do on Saturdays and 
Sundays. Don’t you remember when 
we stopped at Long Beach last summer 
what shameless costumes the actresses 
wore in bathing? Why, I understand 
they are very rarely sober. I wouldn't 
be a bit surprised if your friend drove 
up to the house Saturday afternoon in 
a big motor-car just full of those 
dreadful chorus girls. What will the 
neighbors think?” 

Maltby’s laugh was slightly hysterical 
as he replied: 

“Now, don’t be a hypocrite. I guess 
Merky can’t do us much harm in a 
couple of days. Besides, be honest! I 
confess I—I—well, I will rather en- 
joy having a wild time. Between you 


and me, the neighbors will envy us.” 

Mrs. Maltby pretended to be terribly 
shocked, but she began to be influenced 
by the same horrible fascination that 
had come over her husband. 

“T suppose we'll have to offer him 
a cocktail for dinner,” she said. 

“A cocktail!” cried Maltby. “My 
dear girl, that will be a drop in the 
bucket. Now, you might as well do 
this thing up right and resign your- 
self. I’ll go out at once and buy a bar- 
tender’s guide, so I can mix my own 
drinks, All actors, you know, mix their 
own drinks. We must order Scotch 
and rye and bitters and gin and cham- 
pagne and liqueurs and two or three 
kinds of cigarettes. You know these 
actors smoke cigarettes all the time— 
and if I can get enough gamblers in 
the neighborhood together, we'll have 
a poker party.” 

“Where do I come in?” moaned 
Mrs. Maltby. 

“You simple thing, don’t you know 
that in theatrical circles women do just 
the same as men. You'll be one of 
us, of course.” 

“But wine goes to my head, and I 
should simply die if I smoked a ciga- 
rette. This is a dreadful thing you’ve 
gotten us into.” 

“Nonsense! You can just puff ’em. 
Don’t inhale. You hold it between 
your fingers like this, and circle it 
around. And when you drink, eat 
bread! They say if you will stuff 
yourself with bread, you can take any 
amount of cocktails without feeling 
them. It acts like a blotter, you know.” 

Mercator Phillby’s play was going on 
the road, so he had a couple of weeks’ 
rest. Hence he was enabled to accept 
the Maltbys’ invitation for the follow- 
ing Saturday. 

On that day Maltby, before going 
to the station to meet him in the auto, 
took his trembling wife into the dining- 
room. 

“Brace up, old girl,” he whispered. 
“Make up your mind to go in for a 
real devilish time. You may be pretty 
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sick for a couple of days after, 
but what of that? Let’s see— 
have we got everything? Gin, 
Scotch, rye, club, soda, wine, 
bitters, cherries, cigarettes, ab- 
sinthe-—— ” 

“‘Suppose he should bring 
some of those dreadful chorus 
girls,” moaned Mrs. Maltby. 
“What would we do? They 
say actors are fearfully irre- 
sponsible. Of course, being 
rarely sober, they are perhaps 
not accountable.” 

She seized a piece of bread 
from a handy plateful and be- 
gan to. munch it. 

“We'll have to put ’em up,” 
retorted Maltby grimly. “Don’t 
worry. You needn’t let me 
out of your sight. We’ll all go 
down to Hades together. 
Well, I’m off. Get the cracked 
ice ready and I'll be back in fifteen 
minutes.” 

Mrs. Maltby sat there for what 
seemed a small eternity sturdily munch- 
ing bread. She heard the whistle of the 
train as through an impenetrable fog. 
There was a grinding sound outside. 
The door opened. Voices. She sprang 
up and almost staggered to the door. 
Her heart leaped within her as she 
saw that her husband’s schoolmate had 
come alone and that he was walking 
upright, able, apparently, to support 
himself without grabbing the pictures 
on the walls. 

“Here’s Merky, old boy!” almost 
shouted Maltby in an artificial voice. 
(Merky shook hands cordially with 
Mrs. Maltby while her husband went 
on.) “And now, old fellow, what will 
you have? I know your're simply dying 
for a drink. So’mI. Got a thirst on 
me as long as an anaconda!” 

He almost dragged his friend into 
the dining-room, Mrs. Maltby meekly 
following. On the sideboard, hiding 
the sight of the plate of antidote bread 
that shrank in the background, was an 
array of bottles that would have done 
credit to the old Hoffman House bar 
in its palmiest days, while on the sew- 
ing table, surrounded by a regiment of 
glasses, was a salad bowl heaped full 
of cracked ice, 

“Now, old boy,” said Maltby, his 
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PUZZLE PICTURE 
WHAT IS SHE GOING TO GIVE HIM FOR 
CHRISTMAS? 


manner almost intoxicated by the 
mere suggestion of what was coming, 
“what'll you have? Don’t be bashful! 
Remember, we are all dead game 
sports.” 

“T’ve heard about you swift subur- 
banites,” said Merky, smiling, “and I 
was almost afraid to come out here. 
But——” 

“Ha! Ha!” exclaimed Maltby. 
“That is a good joke. Shall we start 
on a Manhattan, Martini or Bronx? 
I’ll mix one in a jiffy. How about a 
mint julep or a high-ball? Have a 
cigarette.” 

He passed a huge box of those deadly 
articles to his wife and his guest. 

“Name your poison,” he said. 


Mr. Mercator Phillby raised 
his hand. He was really a 
great actor, and his gesture 
commanded an 
spect. 

“My dear friends,” he said, 
“T can’t tell you the pleasure 
it gives me to renew this old 
tie. But, Bob, we are such 
old friends that I’m going to 
be perfectly honest with you. 
I never touch anything to 
drink. It would hurt my work 
if I did. I never did care for 
smoking. Besides, it’s very 
bad for the throat. In fact, 
I’m afraid I’m not much of 
a sport. I can’t afford to be, 
but even if I could, I wouldn’t 
because—well—don’t let me 
stop you. I never like to hold 
myself up as an example, but 
really, let me take my bags up 
to my room, and then if I must take 
something, give me a glass of milk and 
lime mater, and we'll sit on your lovely 
piazza and talk over old times. And to- 
morrow, if you don’t mind, we'll have 
a quiet time. I’d like to hear a good 
sermon and take a ride in the after- 


instant re- 





” 





noon, and 

When they were alone Mrs. Maltby, 
tearful and angry, grasped her col- 
lapsible husband by his arms. 

“ You—you—you—” she whispered 
hoarsely, “got us into this? Why, I 
don’t believe he would even play golf 
on Sunday!” She waved toward the 
mobilized bottles. 

“What are we to do with those?” 
she muttered. “If we don’t drink 
now, he’ll think we are not natural. 
And what will he think of us any- 
way!” 

“T’ll be hanged if I care what he 
thinks!” said Maltby. “He may be 
an old friend, but he’s cheated me out 
of the time of my life. You actually 
made me think he might bring one of 
those chorus girls! It was you who 
misled me.” 

Mrs. Maltby buried her face in her 
hands as two sober, methodical and vir- 
tuous steps were heard coming down 
the stairs. 

“Here I am,” she moaned, “so full 
of bread that I simply cannot eat any 
dinner!” 
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A TOUGH PROPOSITION 
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AQ Declaration of Independence 


h(t \ X THEN, in the course of holiday festivities, it becomes 

necessary for the children of the world to rise in their 

righteous might and throw off the shameful shackles 

which have connected them with a certain superstition called 

Santa Claus, and to assume among other creatures of earth 

that autonomous condition of safety and sanity to which the 

laws of nature and of nature’s God entitle them; a decent 

respect for the beloved traditions of fiction, fairies and fallacy 

requires them to go about the task in a certain diplomatic and 
parliamentary, not to say reverential, manner. 

We hold these truths to be self-evident to all children who 
have discovered them; that all Santa Clauses are created 
more or less equal; that they are endowed by their creators 
with certain inalienable rights, among which are long 
whiskers, sleigh-bells and red coats trimmed with white; 
that to secure these, parents are instituted among house- 


holds deriving their just powers from the credulity of the 





children ; and that when the said credulity of the said chil- 
dren is taxed beyond reasonable bounds, it is their duty to 


alter or abolish the cause thereof and establish in its place 





something which is better suited to the requirements of a 


. sophisticated child of the period. 
© 


oh 


E. O. J. 
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Mrs. Burglar O’Toole: TAKE GOOD CARE OF THE KIDS, 
MIKE, I HOPE TO FINISH MY CHRISTMAS SHOP-LIFTING THIS 
MORNING. 


Unearthed in the Archives of the Fatherland 


E hold these truths to be self-evident; that all Ger- 
mans are created unequalled; that they have per- 
mitted their Creator to endow them with certain inalien- 
able rights; that among these are strife, monarchy, and the 
pursuit of the Russians. 














Mr. Rabbit: WHAT'S ALL THIS COM- 
MOTION ? 

Mr. Mouse: COMMOTION? WHY, THERE’S THAT PRETTY 
MISS POUTER PIGEON STANDING DIRECTLY UNDER THE MISTLE- 
TOE WAITING TO BE KISSED AND NOT ONE OF THE BOYS CAN 
REACH HER LIPS. 


GREAT HEAVENS! 
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Success 


Guccess is what is left over after we have made it 

possible to appear to be able to get along without 
the help of any one else. 

Success is the measure of the envy which we are able 
to excite in others. It is the difference between what we 
are and what others think we are. Success is made up of 
equal parts of good luck, hard work, natural ability and 
failure. Nothing recedes like success. 

Success is an illusion. It appears to depend upon our- 
selves, but in reality depends upon our relation to others. 
Robinson Crusoe was a success to his man Friday. He 
was a failure to those who thought him lost. Fifth Avenue 
is a success to Sixth Avenue. Third Avenue is a success 
to Hester Street. Failure is often success overtrained. 
Success is overtrained failure. 

Success depends upon publicity. No man ever succeeds 
in a cave. A success without advertising is like making 
an after-dinner speech in the Desert of Sahara. When a 
man says, “I am successful,” he means, “Other people think 
I am successful.” 
































IF WISHES WERE LEGS 
THEIR CHRISTMAS STOCKINGS 





Her System 


HE women having come into power, it is discovered 
that the country has become unexpectedly insolvent. 
“How does it happen that we have piled up such a 
tremendous national and international debt?” asks the 
chairman of the investigating committee. 

“Why,” defiantly explains the secretaryess of the treas- 
ury, “I ran my department just as I ran my home. I have 
had everything charged. As to paying the bills, my hus- 
band always attended to that at home, and I don’t under- 
stand why he has neglected them here.” 





F a man has principles, he is an enthusiast; if his prin- 
ciples have him, he is a fanatic. 
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ISS HERMIONE TOLLI- 
VER. 
An oracle upon Art and 
ZEsthetics. 

Mrs. AureELiA Dart. Plump, ecstatic, 
wealthy, fashionably gowned. She 
tives at an uptown apartment hotel, 
takes a Serious Interest in Everything, 
is sometimes accompanied by a Chow 
dcg and sometimes by a Captive Hus- 
band. - 

AurELIA: We're taking up the 
Subliminal Consciousness this week— 
our little group of Advanced Thinkers, 
you know, dear. Really, Hermione, 
it’s wonderful—wonderful! Last week 
our circle took up the Cosmic Con- 
sciousness, you know. It would sur- 
prise you how different they are! 

HERMIONE (turning upon her friend 
a blue and dewy eye): Don’t you 
think, Aurelia love, that it is possible 
to take up too many things? 

AvreLiA: It all depends, Hermione, 
dear, on the spirit in which you take 
them up. The new dances, for in- 
stance—the right sort of person will 
get only good out of them, and the 
wrong sort will get harm out of them. 
The Cosmic Consciousness is the same 
way. 

HERMIONE: But the Cosmic Con- 
sciousness, Aurelia love, sounds so 
chemical, somehow—so messy, you 
know, like it would be full of atoms 
and fungusses and funny smells, dear. 
And after all, dear, what is the good 
of your advanced ideas unless they 
lead you to Beauty? (Pauses, and 
murmurs with clasped hands and 
rapt expression): Beauty! Beauty! 
Beauty! 

AvrELIA (admiringly): You are so 
spirituelle, Hermione—especially with 
those clingy silk things and sandals 
on. That’s wonderful silk, Hermione, 
wonderful! It reminds me of the 
robes the Swami V—— used to wear. 
You never knew him, love, did you? 
He lectured to our little circle on 
psychology and spirit affinities, you 
know. 


He had such magnetic eyes, 
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Beautiful Souls 


By Don Murquis 


dear! Eyes is not the word for them, 
really—orbs is the word. 

HERMIONE: Wasn’t he arrested, or 
something sordid like that? 

AureLiA: I believe so, dear. It 
was shocking. But he bore it won- 
derfully. You see, in his religion 
people are commanded to take several 
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FOR A GERMAN CHRISTMAS CARD 


wives. But we are so narrow-minded 
in this country that the courts called 
him a bigamist, you know. There are 
seven spiritual planes in his religion— 
he told us all about them when he 
taught us to Go into the Silences— 
enly we never quite went into the 
Silences, you know, because some one 
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would always giggle just as the Sub- 
conscious Mind was asserting itself 

HERMIONE (with a shudder): 
common! 





How 
Please don’t tell me any of 
the frightful details, love—a thing like 
that spoils my day. I am like a harp, 
Aurelia love; my soul must vibrate in 
harmony with Mystic Beauty, or I 
suffer. If the Ugly World strikes dis- 
cords from me, how I suffer, suffer! 

AvreLIaA (a little rebuked): For- 
give me, dear; I should have remem- 
bered. Sometimes I wish you would 
join our little circle of advanced think- 
ers and take a Serious Interest in some 
of our modern problems—mix in the 
world more, Hermione dear, and not 
shelter your soul too much. 

HERMIONE (with a gesture of dis- 
taste): Socialism, and all that sort 
of thing, you mean? 

Aureia (a little vaguely): Well, 
maybe not just Socialism to start with, 


“IT CAN'T BE DONE” 


darling, but—er, Sociology, you know. 

HERMIONE (dreamily choosing an- 
other cigarette): But I thought they 
were just the same. 

AvurELIA (brightening): Oh, dear, 
We have Taken Them Up, both 
of them, at different times—our little 
circle of advanced thinkers, you know. 
When we took up Sociology we went 
down into the tenement districts and 
asked the poor people why they were 
so dirty, you know. 

HERMIONE (languidly): I 
think it would smirch one’s spiritual 
garments—contact with all that strug- 
gle and discontent, dear. 

AvurELIA (complacently): One must 
make these sacrifices, sweet, if one has 
a Social Conscience. 

HERMIONE: You are so unselfish, 
love. You make me feel quite use- 
less. Won’t you have a little more 
rum in your tea? 


no! 


should 





AurELIA: Thank you, love, just a 


drop. You, useless, beside me, 
love, when everyone knows what your 
soul is! 

HERMIONE (dejectedly, with a catch 
My Soul! 


without a 


It’s going 
body, I’m 


in her voice): 
to be a Soul 
afraid, 
you know 
and unable to 
World. 
AURELIA (shocked, 
What’s the matter, dear? 
HERMIONE: Oh, I don’t 
frightful details! With my 
ment, how could I bear to learn them? 


long 
impractical I 
with the 


love, before very 


how am, 
cope Ugly 
alarmed): 


know the 
tempera- 


Jut it seems (vaguely) that 1 owe peo- 

ple money . . . and that means I must 

sell myself in the market-place. 
AurRELIA (rising; more shocked than 


ever): Hermione! 
HERMIONE: Oh, a concert, 
you know how I hate to give con- 
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certs, love. But I must have money 

. and I suppose I will have to let 
you and my other friends arrange a 
concert for me. It is so. de- 
grading, dear to drag one’s 
Soul into the market-place! You can- 
not know how I suffer from the 


notoriety ! 
AvrELIA (soothing her): There, 
there, dear. . Could you use any 


little trifle now? 

HERMIONE (sobbing): Oh, don’t! 
You make me feel as if I had asked 
for money! 

AvurELIA (taking roll of bills from 
her bag and laying it on the tea- 
table): There, dear just a 
loan. You can repay me from 
the concert, you know I'll go 
now. . (Tiptoes out to leave the 
Zésthetic Soul alone with its Grief.) 

HERMIONE (after she has gone rises 
and examines the roll of bills): Only 
a hundred and twenty-seven dollars! 
Really, these rich women are getting 
almost impossibly cautious. ... I 
may have to give a concert after 
all. . What is that frightful slang 
word tight-wad ? I’m 


afraid dear Aurelia is getting to be a 
tight-wad. 
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“CONDUCT UNBECOMING AN OFFICER” 
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“NOW, WHAT ELSE DO I WANT?” 


A Bargain 
“ A_RE you a feminist?” 

The highbrow lady with the 
tortoise-shell glasses sat in the front 
room of the woman who had a family 
of six children. 

“Are you?” she repeated. 
“No.” 
“Do you not believe in the higher 


mission of woman, in which all our in- 
tellectual longings will be satisfied and 
we shall be evolved out of our present 
vulgar state into a new world of Be- 
ing?” 

The other woman grabbed her and 
took her out into the kitchen. 

“Do you believe in pickling and pre- 
serving?” she asked. 

“T don’t understand.” 
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TOMMY’S DREAM 
GO AN’ TELL KITCH’ AN’ JOFFER I'VE GOT A CHRIS’MAS PRESENT FOR ’EM!” 


“say! 


The Stranger 


T was Christmas Eve. The lights of the cottage gleamed 
out fitfully through the falling snow as the long-lost 
son, who disappeared twenty years ago and had been given 
up ever since, appeared at the door, holding in his hand a 
bag containing the fortune that he was bringing home to 
He paused for a moment upon the threshold 
A boy of fifteen came 


his parents. 
and then cautiously rang the bell. 
to the door. 

“Good evening,” said the stranger politely, “I am your 
long-lost brother. I’ve heard about you, but you don’t 
recognize me, as you weren’t born when I left home.” 

“Won't you come in?” said the boy politely. “I think 
I’ve heard your name mentioned.” 

The stranger held on to his bag and looked eagerly about. 


“Where’s mother?” he asked cautiously. 

“ At a meeting of the local birth-control association.” 

“ And father?” 

“ Making out a prospectus for an ammunition factory, 
with a view to getting his friends to subscribe to the stock.” 

“ And sister?” 

“ Reading Arnold Bennett’s latest book aloud to the cook.” 

“Then tell ’em, please, that I didn’t call.” 


Liabilities of Kings 
HE King of England, by his horse’s fall, has had the 
hardest jolt so far of any royal person in the war. 
But the war is not over yet. Constantine of Greece, Fer- 
dinand of Bulgaria and William of Prussia are all liable 
to fall farther and be worse hurt than King George. 
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OSCULATION 


A COMBINATION IN RESTRAINT OF 
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WILLIE’S NIGHTMARE 
AFTER PLAYING HOOKEY FOR THE FIRST TIME 











A Visit from Santa Claus 


A Christmas Fantasy 


HERE was a rustling sound in 
the vicinity cf my fireplace, a 
slight fall of soot, and Santa Claus 
stood before me. He was pale, and 
seemed somewhat anxious and wor- 
ried. 

“Hello, old boy,” said I, rising 
and holding out my hand in greet- 
ing. “How’s everything? Mighty 
glad to see you.” 

He smiled wistfully and breathed 
a deep sigh of relief. 

“T—I’m glad,” he said, warmly 
returning the pressure of my hand. 
“T was afraid—I was afraid you 
wouldn’t be.” 

“ Afraid I wouldn’t be glad to see 
you, my dear old friend?” I cried. 
“But why?” 

“T feared perhaps you might not 
approve of my new scheme,” said he. 

“Well,” said I, with a chuckle, 
“maybe I don’t—I can’t tell until I 
know what your new scheme is. If 
it’s yours, though, I am prepared 
to say it’s a hundred to one that 
it’s all right.” 

“Well, you see,” he began hesi- 
tatingly—“ you see things have gone 
so wretchedly with the world for the 
past eighteen months that I haven't 
been able to prepare any gifts for 
anybody. My factories have all been 
turned over to the manufacturers of 


munitions of war. It seemed to be 
the quickest way to peace—the 
sooner the armies are destroyed the 
sooner there will be nobody left to 
fight, and peace will be bound to 
come, And so——” 

He paused and eyed me anxiously. 

“Go on,” said I. “I am mightily 
interested.” 

“And so,” he went on, “I have 
reversed my scheme. Instead of 
bringing people things they want 
this Christmas, I have come with 
an empty sack to take away the 
things they don’t want. It is noth- 
ing but the ancient plan turned other 
end to. If because of circumstances 
over which I exercise no control I 
cannot bring joy, I can at least take 
away worries, embarrassments, nuis- 
ances, and trials.” 

“By Jove, Santa Claus,” I cried 
enthusiastically, “‘ you are a genius! 
Why, my dear old boy, that idea is 
the grandest thing under the sun 
the world has been waiting for all 
these years. Do you—do you really 
mean it?” 

“T do, indeed,” he answered, his 
face lighting up with pleasure. 
“Here is my sack to prove it, and 
I have a million more of ’em out in 
the sleigh if this isn’t big enough to 
hold the swag.” 
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“THE GIRL HE LEFT BEHIND” 


And we began to pack the sack. 

We put into it the Public Speeches 
of William Jennings Bryan. 

We seized upon the portly form of 
Josephus of the Navy, and shoved him 
deep down into its depths. 

Upon Von Tirpitz and Von Bern- 
storff we seized, and them we etherized 
and folded into a compact wad, and 
thrust within. 

Leaders of the I. W. W. we seized 
by the scruff of their necks and un- 
ceremoniously tossed into the sack. 

And Tammany Hall and the State 
Legislature we likewise poked therein. 

And William Barnes, and George of 
the Hyphenstrum, we landed strug- 
gling in its midst. 

An extra sack was sent for, and the 





Cubists, and the Boobists, and the 
Roobists of art and literature were 
straightway insinuated into that. 

The man who chews gum and 
breathes in your face in the subway 
and on the elevated and surface cars 
was gagged and pitched therein. 

And grasping Taximen, and all Jani- 
tors, and sons of Janitors, and inert 
Plumbers, and the Panhandlers of the 
Highway, and the Grafting Cop, these 
too, were placed within the sack. 

Long-haired men and close-cropped 
ladies given to soap-box and cart-tail 
oratory, packed we them into the 
depths. 

Salacious novelists and commercial 
muck-diggers disinfected we them, and 
stowed them in the bag. 
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The Dogs of War we seized, and 
pulled their fangs, and muzzled their 
dripping jaws, and their writhing bodies 
we pressed deep down into the yawning 
maw of a new sack. 

And other new sacks were got, and 
placed at both ends of the Great White 
Way, and all the unclean things thereon 
were driven in—and great was the 
throng thereof. 

And so it went all through 
night —embarrassments, _ pests, 
sances, abuses, trials sore, and all the 
category of pestilential things were cor- 
ralled and packed away, and as the sun 
rose with the coming of the dawn the 
good old Saint shouldered the bags, and, 
bending beneath his burden, turned to 
say farewell. 

“ By-by, son,” said he. 
Christmas to you!” 

And he faded into space. 

His wish came true. It was indeed 
a Merry Christmas, and a happy one, 
but the day after 

Ah, well, happiness is a peculiar 
thing. 

And life with nothing at all to find 
fault with—after all, what is it? 

John Kendrick Bangs. 


the 
nui- 


“A Merry 
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FOR A GENEROUS FATHER 
“THIS OUGHT TO ABOUT COVER HIS 
CHRISTMAS EXPENSES ” 





The Theorist 











’ “Tf you'll pardon my saying so, you are falling “Just a moment and I’ll show you how the best 
into the error common to most people who have not result can be attained with the least effort. 
studied the theory of skating. 





“Tt stands to reason that the center of gravity “Next an imaginary line should be drawn from it, 
must first be determined upon. bisecting the arc which you are describing, and taking 








“the point of intersection as the center of an eccen- 
tric circle, a much more graceful result will be——” 











Christmas Life 









ents Ngo 


—— a 


= Nat 


— 


iS J 


C 











BRINGING IN THE BOAR’S HEAD 


Thoughts of Christmas 


HEY were married at the beginning of December, and 
the twenty-fifth was approaching. 

“You know, little wife,” he said one evening, “ we mustn't 
have any secrets from each other, must we, sweet one?” 

“No, darling,” she whispered. 

“So,” he continued, “I want you to tell me how much 
you intend spending on a Christmas present for me, so 
that I can calculate how much money I shall have left to 
buy one for you.” 


Local Color 


ITTLE MISS SUBURBS: What time does Santa 
Claus leave the North Pole, mamma? 
MAMMA Susurss: About seven o'clock. 
LitrttE Miss Susurss: And our clock says 6:58. Oh, 
mamma, he must be running for the train now. 





™ HAT is he noted for?” 
“He is either a literary man or a magazine writer, 
I can’t remember which.” 

















Professor: IT’S IMPOSSIBLE TO MAKE THAT CHILD 
PLAY BY NOTE. 
“ WOULDN'T 
LEARNED BY EAR?” 


HE BE 


MORE SUCCESSFUL 


IF 


HE 
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Bank Clerk: you WISH TO OPEN A JOINT ACCOUNT FOR YOURSELF AND WIFE? 
Mrs. Whittler: WHAT DOES HE MEAN BY A JOINT ACCOUNT? 
Whittler: WELL, 1 KEEP PUTTING THE MONEY IN AND YOU KEEP DRAWING IT OUT. 








The Gap 


;™ difference between Christmas and Thanksgiving is 

that at Thanksgiving you give thanks for what you 
have received, while at Christmas you receive thanks for 
what you have given. 


Partners 


A? one time Leisure and Hurry were widely separated. 
But coming to America, they married, and have lived 

unhappily ever since. Their children are Hysteria and 

Vulgarity. They are mostly supported by wealth. 
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HIS CHRISTMAS PRESENT 


The Sleeping-car 


SLEEPING-CAR is an elongated bedroom, almost if not quite inhabited by 

total strangers, who, when they are not using up all the hot and cold water 

in the salt-cellars hung up in the dressing-room, are snoring themselves to sleep. 

The sleeping-car consists of upper and lower berths, in either of which, when 

you have once entered, you wish you had tried the other. The sleeping-car is 

always placed next to the engine, so that in case of accident the other people in 

the day coaches may be saved because they are more useful to their country, 
and railroads are nothing if not patriotic. 

Sleeping-cars are heated by steam, hot and cold water, electricity, hot air 
fresh from the engine and people from Chicago. 

Every sleeping-car has a porter, whose business it is to make up your bed 
after all the other passengers have been stored away, and who comes around in 
the morning and destroys your clothing by removing from it the only nap you 
have had. He also festoons your shoes with lumps of shoe-blacking in order to 
give them that cosmopolitan appearance which betokens the experienced traveler. 


Christmas Green 

(To One in Tipperary) 

SEND you Christmas pine 

From this sad heart of mine 
Across the blue— 
The sky, the sea—to you 
Who loved the dawn—the dew 
And knew the joy of spring, 
Soft summer’s blossoming, 
The thrill the rose can fling 
O’er winter’s snow. 
Have you forgotten, then, 
Those dusky twilights when 
Life whispered once again 
A broken song! 
Reach out your hand to me 
Over the stars—the sea— 
What of your victory, 
What of your loss? 
Long is the way to go 
Where war’s red banners blow; 
Sad is the truth to know 
Love bears the cross! 
Deep through the tender rain 
I hear this broken strain 
Waiting your voice again 
Missing you so! 
Across the miles between, 
Oh, vanished heart of mine, 
Garland your Yuletide wine 
Over the dark sea line 
With Christmas green! 

K. M. 


What You Should Do With 
Your Boy 


(Last Word from All the Experts) 


= him to a good private school. 
Only by getting him away from 
home can you make a man of him.” 
“A boy needs his parents’ guidance. 
Keep him home and make him a true 
Democrat at the nearest public school.” 
“Show him a reason for everything 
and he will conform.” 
“Don’t reason with him. 
the law and make him obey.” 
“Love him!” 
“ Lick him!” 


Lay down 


“IT’S really quite singular about read- 
ing the papers; some days I like to 
read them all through, on others I 
scarcely look at them,” ' 
“That’s natural. Nobody likes to 
read fiction all the time.” 
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EVOLUTION OF THE CHRISTMAS SHOPPER 


Receipt for a Southern Golf Resort 


pos dig an artesian well in a pine forest. Then 
secure a controlling interest in a warm-storage plant 
and a vegetable-canning factory. 

It is now necessary to engage the services of a profes- 
sional golfer to lay out your links. This functionary may 
be either Scotch, English or American. If he is Scotch you 
will wish he was English; if he is English you will wish 
he was American; if he is American you will be so over- 
awed by his consciousness of his immense superiority to 
every living thing that you will not dare wish he was any- 
one else. 

Having engaged your professional golfer, lead him out 
to the edge of your pine forest, and, making a graceful 
gesture over the surrounding landscape, tell him to lay out 
an eighteen-hole course regardless of expense, even if it costs 
three hundred and seventy-five or even eighty dollars. You 
can then begin to send circulars to all the five-hundred- 
dollar millionaires you know, informing them that after 
years of urging you have decided to give them a chance to 
mingle with some of the best people of your native State. 

Your Southern golf resort, with a few minor details, is 
now ready for business. These details include a four- 
hundred-pound head waiter with a maximum palm and a 
minimum brain expansion, a small sprinkling of genuine 
guaranteed New York Hebrews to give home color, and 
an excursion-steamer band in evening clothes. 


The Art of Wriggling 


aan as a fine art ought to be recognized and 
made to take its proper place. The wrigglers appear to 
be increasing. They will soon demand recognition. Every 
wriggler is entitled to life, liberty and the pursuit of selfish- 
ness. He ought not to be obliged to work at his trade more 
than eight hours a day. He ought to be protected. What, 
then, is the art of wriggling, and what are wrigglers? 
Wrigglers, of course, are those who wriggle. Of these 
there are two kinds, namely, the wrigglers-out and the 
wrigglers-in. When you have developed a certain amount 
of skill and cunning in evading disagreeable things, or in- 
venting excuses, then you are a wriggler-out. When, on 
the contrary, you become an expert in ingratiating your- 
self into anything, by getting into ;which your own ends 
are served, then by the common consent of mankind you 
are a wriggler-in. 














“iT’s AN ILL WIND—” 





Greed 


HE nobility, whether so designated 

or not, is that element of society 

which can be greedy without hurting 
business. 

The masses are quite different. The 
very moment the masses get greedy the 
trouble begins. When we consider the 
economic advantage of an average man 
who is glad to work sixteen hours a 
day for fifty cents, in comparison with 
an average man who demands three 
dollars for working half as long and 
growls and looks sour even at that, we 
wonder why our forefathers were in 
such a hurry to drop the feudal system 
and take up democracy. 
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IS HE REALLY BLIND? 
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“TLL FOOL OLD SANTA CLAUS, AND 


HANG UP SISTER’S STOCKING. 
IT WILL HOLD 
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LOTS MORE; BUT—” 
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Perfectly Simple 
we just been dying to meet you!” 

The girl in the new auto hailed 
her passing companion. 

“Come, dear,” she said, “ jump right 
in and I’ll show you how to run it; 
then when yours comes you'll know.” 

The other girl jumped in, delighted. 

“T’m so nervous and excited!” she 
exclaimed. “Who taught you?” 

“Charlie Smith. Really, it’s dread- 
fully easy. Don’t be worried. Sit 
right in there and grasp the steer- 
ing wheel firmly. Now! Are you 
ready?” 

“Yes—but will it jump?” 

“Certainly not. Remember that I 
am here by your side. First you turn 
on your power. Yes, that little but- 
ton. See that knob?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, just joggle it. Now put one 
foot right there—on that pedal.” 

“Oh! It’s just like playing a 
piano.” 

“And the other foot press down— 
there—don’t be afraid. It won’t go 
off.” 

“Oh, it’s beginning to go!” 

“Silly! That’s only the—the thing- 
amagig! Now grasp the wheel firmly 
and press down on the pedal. No— 
that’s the wrong one. Dear me! Is 
it the right one or left? You know, 
I can tell when I’m sitting there——” 

“Will it do anything if——” 

“Nonsense! Now, dear, don’t get 
excited. You’ve got to throw out all 
the cylinders first. This knob does 


that. What is it called? Let me 
think. President Wilson—war—oh, 
yes! It’s in neutral. Charlie says 


nothing can happen when it is in neu- 
tral. Now, are you ready?” 
(Faintly) “TI think I am.” 











THE FIRST 


“Press down with your left foot. 
If that isn’t right we'll try the other. 
Now! I'll push neutral out. Don’t 
move your foot.” 

“Must I hold on?” 

“Yes, yes! Now easy—wait a 
minute. Don’t move. Dear me! 
There’s something I know I’ve for- 
gotten. Charlie wrote it out on a 
card.” (Companion hanging onto wheel 
for dear life, with her foot jamming 


down the clutch.) “Oh, yes! Here it 
is. Release the brake. Ah! Now, 
dear, I'll push in on this. Ready?” 


(Companion suddenly removes foot, and 
car jumps forward like a catapult for 
an instant and then half stops and 
jerks along.) 

“What have I done?” 

“Nothing, dear. Don’t be alarmed.” 

“But it’s going! (Wildly.) What 
shall I do?” 








“ MERRY CHRISTMAS TO ALL, AND TO ALL A GOOD NIGHT” 





== 
AUT wee ce re 


CHRISTMAS 


“Let’s see. Oh, dear!” (Suddenly 
remembers the accelerator, which she 
moves up.) 

“ Quick! 
way!” 

(The teacher, pale with fright, man- 
ages to turn off the switch. Car stops 
with its nose in a fence.) 

“Of course, at first 

“T know I'll never learn!” 

“Nonsense! My dear, it’s nothing. 
Charlie Smith taught me in only one 
lesson.” 


I’m going the wrong 





“Them Were the Times” 


“ft AST Christmas, before their mar- 
riage, she gave him a book en- 
titled ‘A Perfect Gentleman.’ ” 
“Well?” 
“This Christmas she intends giving 
him ‘ Wild Animals I Have Known.’” 
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No. 1032 Height, 5% inches 
“Barye Pup ”—Paper Weight 
Price, $3.00 


No. 562 Height, 5 inches 
Elephant Book Rocks 
(Small) 
These two elephants, pushing with all their strength, 
will hold your books in place. 


Price, $5.00 Pr. 


Height, 6 inches 
Indian Maid Ash Tray 
Price, $2.50 


Height, 5% inches 
“Indian” Inkstand 
Base, 10 x 444 inches 


Send to-day for 
this beautiful catal 
illustrating almost 200 
Art Subjects. Free 
on request. 


Mention Life. W 





No. 821 


Day Dreams Paper Weight 
8 in. long. Price, $1.50 


“A RTBRONZ” 
PRODUCTS 


PAPER WEIGHTS 
PORTABLES, ETC. 


BOOK ROCKS 
ASH TRAYS 
STATUARY 


MISTINCTIVE GIFTS 
Unusual Bridge Prizes 


Decorative Use in the Home 


“[ARTBRON - is the perfected development 


of a process that permits a scientific and heavy 
seamless deposit of Government test bronze ap- 
plied over a reinforced baser core—resultings in 
a finished product, the equal of cast bronze in finish, 
workmanship and durability at one-tenth the prices, 


“[ARTBRON * ad products are for sale by the 


best stores throughout the country at prices ranging 
from $1.50 up. When west of Chicago add $.50 
to prices listed at $5.00 and over; add 25 cents 
if under $5.00. When buying anything in bronze, 


insist that it is “[\RTBRONZ” which is guar- 


anteed and assures you of absolute satisfaction. 


Go to the leading department, jewelry and other stores 


and see the complete line of “J\ RTBRRONZ.”’ 
Products. We know you will be delighted with 
their rare finish and beauty and agreeably surprised 
at their moderate prices, 


If by chance, your dealer is out of stock, write us 
at once and we will see that you are supplied. 


KATHODION BRONZE WORKS 
501 FIFTH AVE. NEW YORK 


Height, 8 inches 


Piano Lamp 


Song of the Sea 
One Light 
Price, $9.50 








No. 819 Height, 9 inches 
Indian Tobacco Jar 


Including copper covered well 
or tobacco 


Price, $10.00 


No. 555 Height, 7 inches 
“Young Wisdom”’ Book Rocks 


This pretty little conception of a baby sitting on two volumes 
and holding one in his chubby hands has a particular appeal 
to lovers of children, 


Price, $5.00 Pr. 


No. 514 


Height, 13% inches 
Base, 10 x 744 inches 


Goddess of Night 


Combination Portable 
and Ink Stand 


Price, $14.25 








Base, 634 x 6 inches 


Preserve Your Baby’s First Shoes 
Have them metalized in KATHODION BRONZE 


Our process makes them indestructible and imperish- 
able. We cast them in either 


genuine silver, plate, Etruscan 
gold finish or statuary bronze for $ 5 ° Oo Oo 
Send for illustrated leaflet L_ The Pair 

Address Baby Shoe Dept. 


Kathodion Bronze Works 
501 Fifth Avenue New York 
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Impossible Conversations 


in a weekly paper addicted to 
exploiting “ members of society.” 
She pushed it over to him. 

“Am I as bad as that?” she said. 

Amused, he glanced at it, then at 
the sophisticated face. 

“ As what?” he asked. 

“Why, as that picture appears to 
make me. Of course, it’s nothing 
but a photograph, but somehow 
I feel as if I were a social para- 
site.” 

“ Well,” he replied, “ come now, let’s 
face it. Aren’t you?” 

“And you?” 

“T’m another. I potter about town— 
a dab at polo, golf and tennis—and 
fritter away my time. We’re both of us 
not much good—now are we, old girl?” 

“T won’t have you say that! It’s 
beastly of you!” 

“You started it,” he replied, calmly 
lighting up. “ Besides, what of it? 
We have our regular place, you know. 
We couldn’t do anything else.” 

“Why not?” she glared at him. 
“You're a weak sort, Billy, and so am 
I. Somehow it all came over me 
when I looked at that pictura And 
my grandfather was an admiral. Don’t 
say anything—yet. Of course, I could 
do something. Look at tnat peace 
woman—Jane Addams, isn’t it? I 
could try to be like hen.” 

He grinned. 

“ Stunning idea!” he muttered. “ I'll 
go in for Bill Bryan—drink nothing 
but grape-juice and wear celluloid 
collars. Say, Mollie, you’ve got me 
going, When shall we begin? Think 
of us heading a peace parade, me 
holding the banner and you wearing 
a purple sash.” 

“We'd suffer some! There would 
be lots who wouldn’t let us.” 

“That’s part of the game—sacrific- 
ing yourself for your country, and all 
that sort of thing. Really, Mollie, 
there’s a lot in it. And, you know, 
it makes you feel so good. Not happy, 
you understand.” 

She nodded. 

“Yes, I think I understand. Happi- 
ness is a base, low, immoral sort of 
thing. To have real enemies and 
serve some high ideal—that’s the kind 
of a game to play, Billy.” 


S: looked at a picture of herself 


He grinned again. “I couldn’t quite 
stand for it,” he said. . 

“Why not?” 

“Well, you see, Mollie, it isn’t the 
sacrifice—I wouldn’t mind that. If it 
was war I’d soak in a trench cheer- 
fully; but, hang it, Mollie! we’d have 
to mingle with all those reformers, 
and they all have such beastly man-’ 
ners. They’re all sort of unpleasant 
and common and wear department- 
store clothes. Now, I’m no snob, but 
I can’t stand anything like that. Well, 
you know, Mollie——” 

“Yes, I know,” she sighed. “ Billy, 
you’re right. We'll have to give it all 
up and just be parasites. And yet, 
ought we? Is that—noble?” 

Then she looked‘ at him with a 
splendid new light in her eyes. 

“T have it!” she exclaimed. “We 
must reform all the reformers.” 

“How do you mean?” 

“Why, don’t you see? We're capa- 
ble of doing a lot of good—even 
parasites can do something—but we 
are prevented from doing it be- 
cause, aS you say, we can’t mingle 
with the crowd. We ought to, maybe, 
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but we simply can’t. It’s too jarring. 
What we must do, then, Billy, is to 
make them wear better clothes and 
have better manners; then we can 
work with them. Isn’t that a grand 
idea? A kind of sartorial uplift.” 

“You mean that we should devote 
our lives to getting these reformers 
into a condition where we can asso- 
ciate with them? For instance, I 
could show Bill Bryan the importance 
of wearing a wrist watch in the right 
way?” 

“Exactly. And manners are so im- 
portant. They’re almost everything. 
Think of my getting some of those 
women reformers to wear the right 
kind of corsets, and having their 
clothes and hats made to order.” 

There was a call in the distance. 
They both got up. 

“One hour for tennis,” 
“That wasn’t bad, was it?” 

“You mean——” she asked. 

“That conversation we just had. 
Amusing idea, eh? But you always 
were bright, Mollie.” 

“Thanks, old boy. Too bad we 
haven’t the time to try it out.” 


he said. 
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USICAL history was made a short time ago at 
Orange, New Jersey. 


At the laboratories of the New Edison Diamond Disc Phono- 
graph, 300 phonograph experts were witnesses to an epoch- 
making experiment. 

When the test was done, the entire gathering agreed as one— 
a modern miracle had been performed before their eyes. 


Three factors predominated. 

Alice Verlet, the famous Belgian prima donna, whom European 
musical critics have hailed as the “New Queen of Song.” 

The New Edison Diamond Disc Phonograph. 

And Thomas A. Edison. He alone knew of the revelation to 
come; of the human voice with all its range, its sweetness, its 
mellowness, its sympathy and pathos coming from the instrument 
he had created. 

Miss Verlet stood beside the New Edison Diamond Disc Phono- 
graph. Mr. Edison sat with his head bowed upon his hand. 

There came the clear notes of the beautiful song, “Caro Nome,” 
from Rigoletto. 

Which was singing, phonograph or lady? The ear could not 
distinguish. Only the eye could discern that Miss Verlet’s lips were 


Uhrrecedened Re-creation of Music 











Held Spellbound 


not moving. The Edison Diamond Disc was singing alone. Then— 
a greater volume—but only a greater volume—Miss Verlet joined 
her voice with the singing of the Edison Diamond Disc. 

Two voices—exactly the same two— were singing together. 
No one among the 300 could tell which was the more clear or 
distinct, ot more full of feeling. 

The song volume decreased. The ear heard but one voice. The 
eye must tell again. Miss Verlet’s lips were moving. It was she who 
was singing. Faces were lit up with surprise—even with amaze- 
ment—a modern miracle was ican just before them. 

The phonograph and the lady continued their duet to the end. 
Enthusiasm, almost unbounded, ran through the audience. 


The supreme test was passed. 

Quickly these men realized that there had been given to the 
world a new instrument which years of endeavor had made so 
complete that even “perfect” failed as a descriptive word. 

They could not describe the tone of the New Edison. It was not 
enough to call it “human, life-like, natural.” No more could they 
describe a beautiful rose as “true to nature.” This New Edison 
was nature itself. It was the artist in all but form. 

The Edison has no tone of its own. It is a perfect vehicle for 
the re-creation of the artist's voice or instrument. 


Diamond Disc 


New Edison Phonocraph 


No Needles to Change. 


Special Edison Christmas Concerts are being given everywhere by Edison Dealers. 
obligations if you ask to have your favorite records played for you. 


Concert early. 


Unbreakable Records 


You will be under no 
Make up your mind to hear a Christmas 


Tf you would prefer, arrangements can be made to have a demonstration in your own home. 


Or, write us for a catalog of Records and Diamond Disc Phonographs 


THOMAS A. EDISON, Inc. 
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The Doctrine of Chance 


HE: Was your father very. angry 
when you told him of our engagement? 
Sue: Not particularly. He said he 
had been rather fortunate in the stock 
market of late, and figured it was about 
time for his luck to turn. 
—Richmond Times-Dispatch. 


Logical 

Kinp Otp Lapy: I’m sure you won't 
mind my asking you, but are you a rel- 
ative of Captain Jones, of Mudford? 

Tue Orricer: Madam, I am Captain 
Jones, of Mudford. 

Kinp Otp Lapy:. Ah, then that ac- 
counts for the extraordinary resemblance ! 

—London Opinion, 

* Mrs. 
sense.” 

“And what is it, pray?” 

“ Inexhaustibility.”"—Buffalo Express. 


GaBBER is gifted with a sixth 


Lire is published every Thursday, simultaneously in the United States, Great Britain, 
advance. 
to Canada, 52 cents. 
Back numbers, after three months from date of publication, 


Canada and British Possessions. $5.00 a year in 
foreign countries in the Postal Union, $1.04 a year; 
rent copies, 10 cents, 
25 cents. Issues prior to 1910 out of print. 


The text and illustrations in Lire are copyrighted. 
London, W 


Britain apply to ) Lire, 114 Southampton Row, 


Getting at His Motive 

“Will you seat?” he in- 
quired politely. 

“On the ground that I am aged and 
decrepit?’’ the woman asked. 

“ No, indeed, madam.” 

“That I am young and beautiful and 
possibly not averse to a flirtation? ” 

“Certainly not. That is—” 

“Then it must be because you are a 
gentleman, in this respect differing from 
the fat person on the left and the 
scrawny specimen at the right. I am 
glad to learn your principles, sir, but here 
Good day.” 

—Boston Transcript. 


have my 


is my street. 





“So Miss Banger played for you? She 
claims that she can make the piano 
speak” 

“ Well, I'll bet if it spoke it would say3 
‘Woman, you have played me false.’”’ 

—Tit-Bits. 





“LISTENERS HEAR NO GOOD OF THEM- 
SELVES ” 


~ Lire is for sale by all newsdealers in Great Britain and may be obtained from book- 
sellers in all the principal cities in the world. The foreign trade supplied from 
Lire’s London Office, Rolls House, Breams Buildings, London, E. C. 

No contribution will be returned unless accompanied by stamped and addressed 
envelope. Lire does not hold itself responsible for the loss or non-return of unso- 
licited contributions. ‘ 

Prompt notification should be sent by yubscribers of any change of address. 


Additional postage to 
Single cur- 


For Reprint Rights in Great 
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The scenic transcontinental highway through the picturesque Northwest. Beautiful lakes, rivers, 
IN valleys, crossing three ranges of majestic mountains, including the American Rockies and Cascades. | 
= The Northern Pacific is the only line to Gardiner Gateway, original and Northern entrance to 
%,% \, mM | 
BN Yellowst National Park | 
! SON elowsione Nationa ar ! 
6 3 e ° e 6 ° ° 
o SOON Perfect train service. Dining car service unsurpassed in all the world. 
%e ON Send for free descriptive literature and let us assist you in planning a trip ““Over the Scenic Highway” 
t S%eN 
%p, cee as A. M. CLELAND, General Passenger Agent, 
. © * eee S 571 Northern Pacific Ry., ST. PAUL, MINN. 
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Insomnia 


NSOMNIA is that condition which 
makes you want to do something that 
you could do if you didn’t want to do it. 
One of the most celebrated cures for 
insomnia is counting a number of im- 
aginary sheep as they jump over an 
imaginary fence. When you suddenly 
run out of sheep you wake up with a 
start and say, “If I could have held 
that an instant longer I would have 
been off.” The principal objection to 
this cure is that there is no plot to it. 
All the sheep are stately heroes or 
heroines, as the case may be, who al- 
ways do precisely as they are told. 
They commit no crimes. They have 
no vices. The man who can go to 
sleep by a stupid plan like this ought 
to be asleep anyway. That is where 
he can do his best work. 

Briefly speaking, there are more 
cures for insomnia than there is in- 
somnia. Indeed, one of the most in- 
teresting things about insomnia is try- 
ing all the cures for it. It is an occu- 
pation by itself. 

Sleep, however, is the only cure that 
we can recommend. Some of the 
worst cases of insomnia ever known 
have been cured by sleep when every- 
thing else failed. 









of fine skin texture, soft and 
smooth, need only the same in- 
telligent care given the face and 


hands. A little 


Hinds 


HONEY AND ALMOND 


Creal 


used morning and evening as 
well as before and after exposure 
to the weather will keep the skin 
as you would like to have it and 
free from undue redness, roughness 
or chapping. 

Selling everywhere, or postpaid by agen 

receipt of price. Hinds Cream in 

50c. Hinds Cold Cream in tubes, 25e. 
Samples sent for 2c stamp to pay postage 

Do not take a substitute—Hinds Cream will improve the skin. 

A. S. HINDS, 208 West St., Portland, Maine 


Refined, fragrant, beneficial —25c. No Soap Samples. 











Try HINDS Honey and Almond Cream SOAP— 























TIFFANY & Co. 


A STOCK UNEQUALLED IN 


VARIETY 
QUALITY 
VALUE 


THE MAIL SERVICE GIVES PROMPT 
ATTENTION TO ALL INQUIRIES 


FIFTH AVENUE & 31” STREET 
New YORK 





JEWELRY DIAMONDS PEARLS 
WATCHES CLOCKS SILVER 
CHINA GLASS BRONZES 

STATIONERY 




















Booker Washington 


ERY little is necessary to be said 

about Booker Washington. He is 
the most lasting American who has 
died in a long time. He never held a 
political office, never influenced an 
election that is known of, never yielded 
to the delusion that salvation comes by 
votes; but where shall one match in a 
contemporary career the sum of his 
accomplishment in thirty-five years for 
this country! 

Mourn for Booker Washington! It 
is to lament that his years were not 
more, but they sufficed for a pro- 
digious work. 





ISTRESS: My last cook shed 
tears on the slightest provoca- 
tion. 
Maip: Did she spot it, mum? 














CHICAGO 


REG. U.S. PAT OFFICE 


Gr elebrated 


H. ats 


Supreme in Style 
and Quality 
178-180 Fifth Ave. 


NEW YORK 




















181 Broadway 


PHILADELPHIA 
Agencies in all Principal Cities 


































GIFT FOR 


May Be Attached to Any Golf Bag 


$2.50 


Price Sent Prepaid 


Works automatically as soon 
as bag touches the 
ground. Takes the 
burden off the cad- 
die when you’re 
~ on the tee. Clubs 
always handy, in easy 
reach. Folds in automat- 
ically when bag is lifted. 
Use one yourself. Give one 


to your golfing friend for 
Christmas. 

Write for “ The Christmas Trail,’ the 

A. & F. book of sportsmen’s gifts. 
ABERCROMBIE & FITCH CO. 


Ezra H. Fitch, President 
53-57 WEST 36th ST. NEW YORK 


‘The Greatest Sporting Goods Store in the World’’ 





GOLFERS 
“The Caddie’s Friend” 


A golf bag support invented by a veteran 
golfer. Weighs less than a mid-iron. 
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Do you know that the Type L Klaxon—the largest of the 
Klaxons—costs only $20; and that other Klaxons may be had for 
as low as $4—each the best signal of its kind made? They are 
low in price but not cheap signals—Klaxon quality throughout 
—all dealers. 











Last Will and Testament of William 


WILLIAM, Emperor and King of all the Outlaws, 

9 Barbarians and Greatest Criminals of the Earth, hav- 
ing become completely fuddled by vanity and ambition, 
dictate this, my last Will and Testament, in anticipation of 
seeing myself nailed to the pillory by the civilized peoples 
I have outraged. 

I bequeath: 

First: To the Widows, Orphans and Aged whose woe 
I have caused, my personal fortune, and the right to curse 
me to the end of the centuries; 

Second: To my Chief of Staff and my Ministers, all 
my titles and decorations, which I have sufficiently dragged 
through mud and blood; 

Third: To Austria, my colossal Zeppelins, or so many 
of them as shall remain; as well as my last cartridge, to 
enable Francis Joseph to blow out his brains when he 
shall realize that he has erred in falling into the trap I 
set for him; 

Fourth: To France, I give up, under compulsion, Al- 
sace-Lorraine; and to England I leave the memory of my 
navy, since that is all I shall have left of it; 

Fifth: To Belgium, I give all my admiration for her 
heroic defense against my scoundrelly aggression; 

Sixth: To Russia, I give those few cannon which she 
has not taken from me; 

Seventh: To valiant little Serbia, I give Austria; 

Eighth: To Italy, a rod which I have in pickle for her; 

Ninth: To all Peoples, I grudgingly give peace; 

Tenth: As for my well-beloved son, the Crown Prince, 
I leave him nothing, considering that the dose which the 
Allied armies will give him will be sufficient ; 

Eleventh: Finally, as nothing remains but regrets, I 
leave those to my family. ; 

I choose as my executors, Messrs. Pioupiou & Co., to 
whom I give my head; apologizing because it will not be 
big enough to satisfy all of those who wish a piece of it. 

Wiu1AM, 

Berlin-the-Foolish, August, 1915. 


Some Revised Versions 
(In the light of modern knowledge) 


HE mills of the gods grind slowly, but the number of 
young children who are used up in the process con- 
tinues to be about as large as ever. 

Handsome is that handsome does, which, owing to the 
advanced technique in the application to the face of 
paints, powders and enamel, continues to hold its own in 
the best circles. 

Nothing succeeds like success, which generally includes 
learning how to think you make after dinner speeches, 
being operated on at regular intervals and remarrying a 
twenty-year-old wife who squanders your money. 


FOR THE GOOD OF HIS SOUL 
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Rest From Your Feet Up “si:ito”" 


When you rest your body, let your feet relax also. Let them breathe and 
lounge around in Comfy Felt Slippers. 
Daniel Green Comfy Slippers are made of Comfy Felt, and the difference between felt and 


leather is the difference between soft and hard. Felt is yielding and light. Leather is stiff and 
heavy. 


Women’s Comfys are supremely dainty, in a host of colors and shades to match lingerie or 
boudoir furnishings. They are as alluring to the eye as they are restful to the feet. Children’s 
Comfys in cunning carved designs. Men’s in trim, mannish shapes and colors. The thick, soft 
Comfy cushion sole makes every floor in your house softer than the softest rug. 


DANLGREEN 


Felt 
OMTLY Slippers 


Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


Comfys are 

Packed in 

Decorated 
Boxes 


Only slippers made by Dan’] Green are Comfy. Look for the “Comfy” trade mark on — eo 


the inner sole. Ask the merchant in your city who usually has the best things, for Dan'l 
Green Comfys. You may order from our complete catalog No.11C (sent free) where no Appreciated 
dealer can supply the genuine Comfys. Pent Gif, ‘ 

- ifts a 


Daniel Green Felt Shoe Company —— 4 a a Any Time 



















Bost 
4 — Men’s Slip-On Comfy 
New York Office and Stockroom, 116 East 13th St. A trim, mannish slipper 
Please address all orders and inquiries Price $1.75 


to our New York Office 
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De Luxe Comfy 







Men’s Tailor-Made Comfy 
There are several Comfy styles 
for men. This style, $1. 


Women's Tailor-Made, $1.25. 





In the popu 
Price $2 00. 


ir shade 













Puss-in-Boots Comfy 
Designs carved in the felt. Red. 
Children’s, $1.50. 
Misses’, $1.75. 


Women’s Peerless Comfy 
In most any col 


Price $1.50. 
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FOR HUBBY 


You Can Get the Ideal 
For90c Gift for Every Man 


A crystal glass humidor jar containing one pound 
of Tuxedo, the mildest, most fragrant 
tobacco. At every store where 
tobacco products are sold. 


The spirit of Christmas is the spirit of 
Cheerfulness and Good Will to Men— 
and shat is the Tuxedo spirit. 


That is why a Christmas Jar of Tuxedo 
will win a 4eartier welcome and a Aigher 
appreciation than many gifts that cost 
ten times as much. ‘Tuxedo gets to the 
inner man—soothes him, cheers him, 
comforts him and fills him with Good 
Will to all men—and to the giver in 
particular. 

Last Christmas more Jars of Tuxedo 
were given to men throughout the United 
States than any other single trade-marked 
article | 

Because Americans are learning to 
make suitable gifts at Christmas Time— 
and learning that Tuxedo is the best gift 
of all for a man. 

Tuxedo is the mildest, pleasantest pipe 
tobacco in the world—made absolutely 
non-biting and delightfully mellow by the 
original *“Tuxedo Process’’ that has never 
been successfully imitated. 





Illustration 
About One-Quarter 
Actual Size 









Tuxedo is sold every- 
where—but if by any chance 
you cannot obtain the 
Christmas Jar of Tuxedo at 
your store, send us your 
dealer’s name and 90c, and 
we will send a jar to you or to any address in the 
United States you desire, all charges paid. 

Last Christmas the demand for Tuxedo humidor 
jars was so great that the supply of many dealers was 
exhausted, and thousands of people were disappointed. 
The safe plan is to place your order with your dealer 
now. He will be glad to set your jar aside for you 
until Christmas. 

This Tuxedo Christmas Humidor Jar is beautifully decorated with 90c 


holly, ribbon and Christmas Card, and packed in a handsome 
carton, for sending by mail or messenger; price complete, 


TUXEDO IS SOLD IN MANY CONVENIENT SIZES 


In Glass Humidors, 50c and 90c In Curved Pocket Tin, - - 10c 
In Tin Humidors, 40c and 80c In Moisture-Proof Cloth Pouch, 5c 


THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY, 111 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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of Champagne. | 
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good one _ 
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Sold everywhere Served everywhere 


Cooks knows no other 


dutp than to please you 
AmericanWine Co, St. Louis BAA 
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Just for a Moment 


H, just for a moment, when Christmas has come, 
Sit down, little girl, little boy, 
And silence the trumpet and muffle the drum, 
Forget every doll, every toy— 
Then think, in the stillness that fills all the room, 
Of somewhere far over the sea, 
Of hearts that are dumb in the sense of their gloom, 
Of Christmas that never will be. 


And just for a moment, you grown-ups, suppose 
You return from the gladness at home, 
Where candle shades give things the color of rose, 
And then let your quick fancy roam 
To homes that were once, and to hearths that are bare, 
To children who know naught of glee— 
Then, just for a moment, in thought you will share 
The Christmas that never will be. 


So, just for a moment, suppose you and I 
Agree on this deed we will do: 
We'll think of the children who wonder and sigh 
Of Christmases that they once knew; 
We'll send them a prayer, we'll send them a thought, 
And hope that we never may see 
The days dipped from hell that of warfare have wrought 
The Christmas that never will be. 
Wilbur D. Nesbit. 


The Lesser Evil 
EORGE: My best girl says she is going to give me 
a present this year that she made with her own hands, 
Harry: What will it be? 
GrorcE: Eatables or wearables. I hope it’s eatables. 
I’d rather have stomachache for a week than be the laugh- 
ing stock of the town for a year. 
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PARASITES 
MISS AND MISTLETOE 





















































If you do not care 
to invest in an 
original package 
send 15 cents to 
Rigaud, 
74 Barrow Street, 
New York 


for a sample 


The only lilac true to nature. 
Extract, Toilet Water, Face and Talcum Powders 
Created by 
RIGAUD 
of 
MARY GARDEN PERFUME 


‘i » fame. 








| HANSEN GLOVES 


CONTEMPO ARIES | 
The Gift With the Personal Touch 


"THERE is intimacy about a__ the glove of individual service. 

















Correct Dress for Men 


Youtnrut Orricer: You really must pair of jlovesthat carriesan Make this a “Glove Christmas.” 
send my new breeches to-day. I’m off to appeal both practical and senti- Send one pairor an assortment. 
France tomorrow, and I believe my reg- mental. And there is special Free bookshowsmany styles. If 
iment has a battle on for the week-end. value in the gift of a Hansen, yourdealeris not supplied,write. 


<TR SE. O. C. Hansen Manufacturing Co. 
102W Detroit St. Milwaukee, Wis. 


Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott’s Bitters are appetiz- 
ing and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in stamps 
C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


Obeying Orders 


MANAGER OF BELLEVUE-STRATFORD: Boy, | 
stop whistling in the hall! 

Bettpoy: Merely obeying orders, sir. 
I am paging madame’s French poodle. 

—Punch Bowl. 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


GORDON’S DRY GIN is available everywhere at 
unchanged prices. Shipments continue normally. 


“You and Grump seem to get along 
pretty well?” 

“Yes. You see, he never borrows any- 
thing but trouble, and that’s all I ever 
have to lend.” 

—Boston Transcript. 


GORDON’S DRY GIN—Distilled in London—is | 
shipped to all parts of the world. The American 
traveler will find it in Canada, Japan, China, India, | 
South America, Cuba, West Indies—everywhere. 

























Progressive 
PostTMASTER: No, not much doin’ in 
| taown. Did ye hear erbout Lem Hug- 
gins gittin’ a telegram? 

FaRMER: Not Lem? 
| PosTMASTER: Yes, Lem. 


If we could spell the foundation 


of most successful careers it would | Sam: Cette bh dén 
read—moderation. | way the young fellers are forgin’ ter the 
| front. —Chicago News. 
It is because we make a wonder- | GORDON’S DRY GIN was awarded the Grand 


Prix at the Panama-Pacific Exposition. 


fully mild and mellow whiskey for | 
the moderate man that we have been | 


“How do you sell your music? ” 
“We sell piano music by the pound 


successful in business for nearly | and organ music by the choir.” 
—Columbia Jester. 
one hundred years. Wilson—Real | e 
Wilson—That’s All! | SANDEMAN’S Port and Sherry—Five Star 
Sherry and Five Cross Port—for the gentlemen who 
discriminate. 
The Whiskey for which we invented the Non-Refillable Bottle “ How goes it, neighbor? ” 
“Oh, I’ve pain in my head, my stomach 
FREE CLUB RECIPES—Free booklet of famous club recipes for is troubling me, my heart is weak, and my 
mixed drinks. Address Wilson, 13 E. 31st St., N.Y. That’s All! nerves are in bad shape—and I don't feel 


well.”—Dorfbarbier. 





as : : wee = : ACARDI Makes The Perfect 
~~ i seers Cocktail, Rickey or Highball. Try It! 





WHERE was Magna Charta signed? 
At the bottom !—Princeton Tiger. 


The fine Clarets and Sauternes of Messts 
BARTON & GUESTIER, Bordeaux, are a\ ailable 





The neatest, catchiest, most useful pencil ever devised. The clip con- Sample (by mail), highly nickel plated, 25c each. Heavy sterling silver, for the Holiday. Season through all princip: al pur- 
tains dainty interchangeable annual calendars. An ideal pocket $1.50 each. Fully guararteed. Write for special quantity quotation. f th U ds d t yrices— 
accessory for any business or professional person. It makes a splendid ADVERTISERS: Your ad can be effectively imprinted oa the metal. veyors of the nite tates, at moderate P 


present, prize or souvenir for your friends or customers. BIG INDUCEMENTS FOR AGENTS, St. Julien, Pontét Canét, Sauterne, Haut Sauterne, 
H. MARUI & COMPANY, Department L, 33 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N. Y. ‘ Chateau Yquem., 
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Then COMMUNITY in your Christm 
Christmas gifts should be. Above is 
ling and Plate. Many other designs j 
COMMUNITY STERLING (Patrician design 61 


ONEIDA COMMUNITY, 


2 


Os We 


f community? 

mi but not extravagant as true 
fatrician design, made in both Ster- 
B variety of pieces at your dealers. 
tr dealer for prices. 
Wice for 50 years. Six teaspoons, $2.15. 

rvice for 25 years, six teaspoons $1.10) 


ONEIDA 




















There is 


a best in Candies 


PARK & TILFORD 


Chocolates and Bonbons 


are produced from the very best made into 
Candies. Our Holiday gift boxes for your Christmas 
Candies (two of these presented below); are pack- 
ages exquisitely beautiful. These convey a. degree 
of elegance fashioned as much through “tempt- 
ingly delicious quality” as by their refinement so 
evident and so appealing. 


To lovers of good candies comes full meed of 
enjoyment when Park & Tilford’s is given. 


At Agents everywhere and our stores 


PARK & TILFORD New York 




















ORTH CAROLINA 
CAROLINA HOTEL Now open 


‘Pinehurst 


HOLLY INN BERKSHIRE HARVARD 


Opens January 10 Opens January 15 
@ The large stable of saddle and driving horses will be under the direct supervision of 
the General Office this year. Three 18-hole golf course and new 9-hole practice 
course, the fairways have been much improved this Summer. Model dairy, shoot- 
ing preserve, trap shooting. @ Excellent new roads in a radius of 50 miles or more. 


Through Pullman Service from New York via Seaboard Air Line, Only 
one night from New York, Boston, Cleveland, Pittsburgh and Cincinnatz. 


Send for illustrated booklet. No consumptives received at Pinehurst. 
Pinehurst Office, PINEHURST, or Leonard Tufts, BOSTON, MASS. 


~~ 
ae TD 








Suggestions for Christmas Cards 
Accompanying Gifts 


EAR UNcLE FRrep: 

Please take this little gift, not because it is Christ- 
mas, but because I hope you will leave me all your money 
when you die. Therefore, I remember you on Christmas, 
the great festival of the world. I know you have no use 
for this set of decanters because you are on a strict diet. 
But they will make you feel uncomfortable and long for 
the forbidden “drops” and possibly they may be a silent 
temptation to cause you to indulge once again. May your 
blood pressure mount higher and higher, is the sincere 
wish of 

Your nephew, Dick. 


To Apa: 

This is something left over from last year. By mistake 
I got too much cretonne and gilt braid, so there was 
enough left to make you one. It. has cost me practically 
nothing and the grease spot on the cretor.ne will never 
show because I have sewed the gilt braid over it. It is 
for anything you like. You have never had anything ar- 
tistic or pretty in your house anyway, so why should I 
go from the beaten path? Many good wishes, 

Your old school friend, IDA. 


My Dear Mrs. SNEAD-CoxeE: 

Mrs. Begg-Newhall gave this to me last year and I 
put it away especially for you. I knew you would dis- 
like it as much as I did. I don’t know where Mrs. Begg- 
Newhall got it from, but it must have caused her a year of 
misery before she gave it to me. Hang it on your library 
wall and it will help you wonderfully in self-control. 

Mrs. AsHTON-WOOLSEY. 


To ALFRED: 

I am in high hopes that you will ask me to marry you, 
and I have, therefore, bought you an expensive hammered 
brass smoking set. It will make a great showing among 
your bachelor friends, and, besides, be of help to us in our 
small furnishings. I abhor smoking, but am tactful enough 
not to show it because it is good bait to !ead you on with. 
After we are married, you will have all the rest of your 
holidays to become disillusioned. Merry, merry Christmas, 
and if you do not propose before Valentine’s Day, I shall 
stop struggling. 

Cora. 


To My Dariinc HussBanp: 

This little electric grill and coffee pot is just the thing 
for you and will make housework less of a drudgery. I 
know you will be overjoyed when you learn that the chil- 
dren have all put together and bought you a vacuum 
cleaner and a cut glass lemonade set. I have called up 
the furrier to ask him if you bought me my new fur coat, 
and he says that you have, but it is to be strictly a surprise. 
As soon as I learned about it, I rushed down and got 
these trifles. You are too generous, dear. On my birth- 
day you must positively promise to give me nothing more, 
save the muff to match. 

Your loving wife, 
PHILLIS. 


To AGNEs: 

Seeing that we are engaged, I have gone in debt still 
further for this pearl pendant. After we are married, 
imitations will suffice unless you pay for them. I am sure 
you will be a good little bride and settle my debts at 
once so that our honeymoon may be calm and uninter- 

















O that Smoker on your Christmas list—by 
T all means a Havone Cigarette Case. 
He will take to it on sight—keep it with 
him—use it appreciatively a dozen times a day. 
HAVONE—the cigarette case that can be taken 
from the pocket and opened with one hand— 


cigarettes not tumbling about, broken and mussed 
—but each standing upright in its own compart- 
ment. And it gives such an air to “passing the 
smokes”! 

Your jeweler should now be showing Havones for 
Christmas. Make your choice of Sterling Silver-plate, 
Solid Sterling, 10k. Gold and 14k. Gold—Prices, $3.50 up. 

If he has not stocked up yet—send us $3.50 and we 
will mail you direct — either plain or with monogram 
spot, or one of the all-over patterns. 

Special offer—with your order, specify what monogram 
you wish, and we will engrave it on the case free of charge. 

At any rate, send us your name on a 
post card for one of our handsome 
catalogues. 


HAVONE CORPORATION 
Dept. C. 
21-23 Maiden Lane, New York 
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“A Wonderful and Extraordinary Book” 
H. G. WELLS’ NEW NOVEL 


THE RESEARCH 
MAGNIFICENT 


a book that matters, It is a novel that all those who care for what is 
best in literature must read. It is a book that speaks to the intelligence ; 
a novel that cannot be denied a place among the few books that crys- 
tallize the deeds and dreams of men. 


It is not a book for the reader of trashy novels, but a novel that must 
appeal to the reader of what is best and most significant in literature. 


Fourth Edition Now Ready. $1.50 
JACK LONDON’S New Novel 


THE STAR ROVER 


“ Must stand with the best of this author’s works.”—N. Y. Times. 
“Has wrought a book that stirs our wonder, fascinates us with days 
and deeds and absorbs us.”—Boston Transcript. $1.50 


WINSTON CHURCHILL’S New Novel 


A FAR COUNTRY 


‘*Not Only a Novel to Read, But a Book to Keep’”’ 


“No one can afford to miss reading ‘A Far Co.ntry.’”—N. Y. Times. 

A powerfully written story, displaying wonderful scope and clarity of 

vision.”—Boston Globe. 

“An American novel in all that that term implies..—Chicago Tribune. 
' 


Illustrated. $1.50 
STEPHEN GRAHAM’S New Book on Russia 


THE WAY OF MARTHA 
AND THE WAY OF MARY 


A book revealing the true heart and mind of Russia by one who has 
lived with the people and knows their strange and beautiful country. 


Illustrated. $2.00 
EDGAR LEE MASTERS’ Novel in Verse 


SPOON RIVER 
ANTHOLOGY 


‘The Greatest American Poetry Since Whitman’s”’ 


An American ‘ Comedie Humaine’ brings more character into its pages 
than any American novel. Takes its place among the masterpieces 
which are not of a time or a locality.”"—Boston Transcript. 


Cloth, $1.25, Leather, $1.50 
ERNEST POOLE’S Remarkable Novel 


THE HARBOR 


**The Best American Novel in Many a Long Day’’ 
“ The distinctive American novel of the year..—N. Y. World. $1.40 


The Best New Books for Children 


THE KINGDOM OF THE 
WINDING ROAD 


CORNELIA MEIGS’ New Story for Children 


This fanciful story of a wandering beggar and his flute—in reality a 
wonderful magical pipe—has an inescapable charm and beauty that will 
win the hearts of children. Colored Illustrations. $1.25 


A MAID OF ’76 DEAL WOODS 











THE KNIPES’ LATTA GRISWOLD’S 
New Book for Girls 


“Interesting and instructive. It 
is rare that one gets as clear and 
satisfactory views of the belles 
and beaux of those good old 
times.” Illustrated. $1.25 





New Book for Boys 
The fourth of Mr. Griswold’s 
famous “ Deal” stories, and one 
which will certainly win the ap- 
probation of many boy readers, 
for it is full of vigor and the 
wholesome excitement of school 


life. Illustrated. $1.25 





THE MACMILLAN COMPANY Publishers New York 
Send for a Christmas Catalogue 

















LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT 


rupted. Take this, dear love, and know it is the only 
gift I shall ever make you. I have the delicacy of feel- 
ing not to send the bill along with it. As I said before, 
it can wait until after the nuptials. 

Count SHYSTER DE SHYSTER. 


AunT Hattie: 

You are the unwanted, plain, poor relation in our house- 
hold and we have to give you something because the 
neighbors would talk if we didn’t. Just because you do 
most of the work is an inadequate reason why you should 
expect a present, but this is a cruel world. It seems to us 
that your attic room and the made-over clothes and the 
joy of taking care of the children when we are entertain- 
ing or being entertained, ought to be enough. But we wish 
to be conventional, and so here is your Christmas present. 
We purposely got six pairs of nice gloves two sizes too 
small because they will just fit my wife, and she will 
promise that she will take them herself and get you some 
the right size—seeing that I have lost the check. Then 
she will forget about it until the mid-winter sale of 
seconds. Do you feel all right about this? Please do not 
consider yourself obligated, Aunt Hattie, because you can- 
not do all the spring sewing on account of your rheumatism. 
We want you to enjoy the holiday spirit with your 

DeEvoTED RELATIVES. 


DAVE: 

Maybe this will taste good to you. You used to like 
my fried chicken. I haven’t any money to buy presents 
with, but the warden says I can send in something to 
eat on Christmas. It will take you back to the time 
when you were a little boy and used to eat fried chicken 
and didn’t think of ever doing anything men call wrong. 

Merry Christmas—I’li be waiting for you—Mothers don’t 
forget. 
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“47 ES drive over right away-I'll be ready. 

“My housework! Oh that’s all done. 

“How dol doit? I just let electricity 

do my work nowadays. I have an electric 

dish washer and an electric clothes washer, 
and iron with my new electric iron. 

“Sweeping and cleaning? Simplest 
thing in the world with our electric 
vacuum cleaner. 

“And say, Ethel, Jack and I are cooking 
our breakfasts right at the table with our 
electric toaster stove and coffee percolator. 

“Cost much torunthem? No, you see 
we use Mazda Lamps. They give us more 
light than the old carbon lamps; but use 
so much less current that even with all 
these electric devices, our light bill isn’t 
much more than it was before. 

“Then I have my Inter-phone, which 
saves considerable stair-climbing. 

“Do they get out of order? 

“Haven't had a bit of trouble so far. 

“Jack says they are the best that are to 
be had, for they are made by the Western 
Electric Company. You know Ethel, they 
make this Bell telephone over which we 
are now talking. 

“Certainly, you can buy these electric 
devices in most any electrical store ; or you 
can write direct to the Western Electric 
Company. Ask for a copy of their booklet 
“The Electrical Way”, it is No. 61-AK 

“T’ll be ready when you come. Goodbye.” 
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WESTERN ELECTRIC COMPANY 


463 West Street, New York City 


Houses in All Principal Cities of the 
U.S. and Canada. Agents everywhere 


W 
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For the Automobile 
5 hee problem of the 
selection of the 
handsomest and most 


useful Christmas gift is 


happily solved by 


THERMOS 


For Thermos serves you right—food or 
drink—hot or cold—when, where and 
as you like. 


Every member of the family, every one 
on the list of friendship, from infancy 
to old age—either in the hours spent at 
or away from home—have innumerable 
daily uses for Thermos. 


Thermos brings to them in the hot sum- 
mer months all the comforts produced 
by ice, and in the cold winter season all 
the joys to be obtained by fire. 


In buying Thermos for “him” or “her” 
as your Christmas gift, you are selecting 
the invention honored with the Grand 
Prize by the Panama-Pacific Exposition, 
and by like Expositions at Berlin, Paris, 
Antwerp, Madrid, Seattle, Vienna and 
London. 


Thermos in great assortment awaits you 
at any one of 100,000 dealers. If you 
live in the country ask that it be sent 
vostpaid. From $1.00 up. Send for 
Goullies. 


American Thermos Bottle Co. 


Norwich, Conn. 











What They Know 
Ea mothers were discussing the 
relative merits of certain colleges 
for their sons. 

Said the first: 

“T am satisfied in my own mind that 
the smaller college is the best. We 
have seriously been considering Will- 
iams for Albert.” 

Said the second: 

“T think there is a great deal in that. 
In a small college there are not so 
many temptations.” 

“ And the boys come into more per- 
sonal contact with the professors.” 

“And that is so important, . don’t 
you think? We are thinking of Yale 
for George, just for that reason. You 
know my husband knows Mr. Taft 
very well indeed, and President Had- 
ley is a lifelong friend of my uncle’s. 
It makes such a difference, knowing 
some one.” 

“Doesn’t it? I wouldn’t hesitate 
about Yale if I were you. We had 
thought of Harvard for Albert when 
President Eliot was there. We used 
to see a great deal of the Eliots. He 
is really a splendid man, you know.” 

“Tsn’t he? But somehow Harvard 
is—well, I hardly know how to express 
it. I imagine it’s rather snobbish.” 

“And so near Boston. They say 
Boston is really terribly wicked. It’s 
hard to believe such a thing of Bos- 
ton, isn’t it? But, oh dear! It’s so 
hard to know just what to do with one’s 
boy, especially when one hears of all 
these terrible things.” 

“My dear, they have to find them- 
selves. As you say, a smaller college 
doesn’t offer quite the same range of 
temptation. We had thought of Prince- 
ton.” 

“But Princeton is so theological. 
Of course, I want George to grow up 
to be a g a 

(And so on ad infinitum.) 











OWNE 
GLOVES 


The retailer does 
not make the gloves 
he sells. 


Like you who buy them, 
he depends chiefly on the 
reputation of the maker 
for good value. 


Thus, his own reputation 
is involved. 


Most dealers who cherish 
their own reputation wel- 
come the opportunity of 
depending on the Fownes 
reputation. 


They take no chances. 


Neither do you. 






































John Fitch Patented His Steamboat 


Three Years After Carstairs Rye Was Established 


The superiority of Carstairs Rye looms large 
alongside of “later arrivals,” in times past and 


present. 


Carstairs Rye is the drink of all drinks— 


“straight ” or in High Balls. 


tL? 


In the non-refillable bottle—“ A Good Bottle 


Keep Good Whiskey Good.” 
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CARSTAIRS 
WHISKEY 
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“The Beau Brummel”’ 


Men Who CQare fer Appearance 
Should Wear 


THE FIGURE MOLD 


To preserve a good form or remedy a faulty one. 
By wearing this open mesh elastic garment, a smart, well set-up 
figure is instantly obtained. 

THE BEAU BRUMMEL FOR SLENDER MEN 
THE BEAUTY MOLD FOR SLENDER WOMEN 
Will line up and perfect an already good form. 
THE MAGIC FIGURE MOLD FOR MEN AND WOMEN 
secures a reduction of two to four inches over abdomen, seat and thighs, 
and on the inner as well as outer side of legs, without one moment's 

delay, diet, or discomfort of any kind. 
AN ABSOLUTELY NEW METIHIOD 

Reduction is not ebtained by Sweating 
These garments cause no heat, are scientifically correct, carry W eight, 
relieve strain, improve facial expression, stimulate circulation, benefit 
health, and ‘beautify the figure. Have no injurious qualities, am 
remain in place. ». 

ENDORSED BY PHYSICIANS AND SURGEONS 

We make them to individual measure in varying lengths for men and 
women and sell them direct. 

Whte for illustrated booklet with full description. 

POSITIVELY THE ONLY FIGURE MOLD IN EXISTENCE 
Foreign and domestic patents granted and pending. 


FIGURE MOLD GARMENT COMPANY 
F-54 East Broad St. Columbus, 0. 





























The Smoothest Smc 
Tobacco 





? 


ET yore pipe carry the fire o 
fren’ship far beyond Chris’mus, 
an’ its smoke be an incense to 

the memory o’ those who 


remembered you. ays fot 


VELVET, the Smoothest 
Smoking Tobacco, in your 

pipe—how much it helps! With its 

smoothness, fragrance, full-flavored 

qualities mellowed in during its long, 

two years’ ageing—Nature’s way. 

Sc Metal-lined Bags 


10c Tins 
One Pound Glass Humidors 


Let its cheerful ‘‘homey’’ qualities 
bring you that ‘“‘all’s for the best 
in the best of all possible worlds’’ 
feeling. 


If you are a woman who reads this, 
try giving the man you think most of 
a humidor jar of VELVET for a 
Christmas present. It’s a chummy 
thing to do. 


A hint:—With every humidor jar of 
VELVET apleasing Christmas surprise. 


Panama - Pacific International Exposition’s 
highest award—The Grand Prix—has been 
awarded to VELVET “for its superior quality.” 


Liggatte Myers Tabacco Cr 
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Vogue has successfully solved the Christmas gift problem—the problem of securing uncommon gifts 
of exquisite character at reasonable prices. When your friends receive gifts selected by Vogue 
they receive gifts whose value is enhanced by the fact that they are unusual; gifts which are 
new in idea, unique in usefulness and entirely unknown to shoppers who have to depend 
upon local shops for their selection. Vogue throws open to its readers the best in 
New York and acts as a personal guide in directing the shopper and in the 
selection of the gifts. This service is rendered through Vogue’s two great 


(Christmas Numbers 




















CHRISTMAS GIFTS 
NUMBER 
Dated December | 


A sumptuously illustrated handbook 
of Christmas Gifts specially chosen 
for you. With this number on your 
writing desk and Vogue’s shopping ser- 
vice at your command your Christmas 


HOLIDAY 
NUMBER 
Dated December 15 
All the frivolities and festivities of 


Christmas, including last-minute gifts 
and holiday novelties of every kind 
from the best shops.  Sidelights on 
the metropolitan social, dramatic and 


musical seasons. A beautiful Christ- 
mas magazine. 


buying will be an experience of un- 
usual pleasure. 


Use the Coupon 


VocueE is published twice-a-month and sells for 25c a copy. If you 
will clip off the coupon at the left and send it with your name and 
address your subscription will be entered for twelve numbers, 
beginning with the Christmas Gifts Number, and a bill for $2 

will be sent you January Ist. If you enclose cash with order 

your subscription will be entered for thirteen numbers. 


VOGUE, 443 Fourth Avenue, NEW YORK 


Condé Nast, Publisher Edna Woolman Chase, Editor 
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Laughter and 


tears lie close to- 


gether. Something going 
all the time in this perfectly 
delicious story. —The Continent 
Written with obviously genuine enjoyment 
of the tumultuous, happy-go-lucky, hand- 
to-mouth family life—its appeal is a wide 
one and directed to a wholesome, human 
and good-to-preserve simplicity. —Life. 


PRUDENCE 


OF THE PARSONAGE 


A Novel by Ethel Hueston. At all Stores 
$1.25 net. The Bobbs-Merrill Co., Publishers 


























How to Make a Boy Take a 
Bath 


(By an Expert Parent — Modern 
Method.) 
Aiwa begin with psychology. 
Some parents never use psychol- 
ogy until it is too late. 

Several days beforehand suggest to 
the boy what is coming to him. Get 
him used to the idea. At first he will 
not take kindly to it, but as the great 
event is still somewhat remote, he will 
not rebel as much as if it were some- 
thing to be immediately inflicted. 

The second suggestion should be 
firmer. This time go into the details. 
Get others to help you. Have some- 
body read a story in which a nice little 
boy has taken a bath—and liked it. 
The boy will not believe the story, but 
at least it will appeal to his imagnation. 

Finally, set the hour, and having ar- 
ranged all the mechanical details, such 





Kio ES : 
LET TASS 
BOOKSELLERS 


TO THE WORLD}. | Sets i in Fine Bindings and 


| Books i in Fine Edens: = 


‘Books in All Languages : 











BRENTANO’ Ss 


Fifth Avenue and 27th Street, New York 





COPPER STEIN SIS | 


Sherbet Sets, Fruit and Ne 
Bowls, Tobacco Caddies 
or Pin Receivers, 
etc. 
enclose 65c for ae oe 
bow! with your initial in brass 
repousse. 


Clewell Studios, L St., Canton, Ohio 














CVA 


Le: 


ILLETTE—there’s the answer! 


Mel STEPS: 


A woman is 


quick to see that an investment of $5 will 
save him from Forty to Sixty Dollars every 


year in shaves and tips. 
He can shave at home in less time, wi 


he will always be clean faced 


and presentable. 


Here is the Gillette “Bulldog”— 
a new model, with the stocky “Bull- 
dog” handle. "Many prefer it for its 
generous grip and better Ss 


balance. 


With Gold Plated Razor, $6. 


GRAND PRIZE-HIGHEST AWARD 
Panama-Pacific Exposition 


=. 


GILLETTE SAFETY 
RAZOR COMPANY 


BOSTON 





as drawing the water and getting the 
soap, secure the boy, and when you 
have thus secured him, lead him gently 
and firmly to the brink. 

Do not, however, be discouraged if 
you find that, just as you are about 
to secure him, he has disappeared. 
Some boys are that way. They have 
no respect for psychology. They will 
commit any kind of an irreverence to 
avoid taking a bath. Besides, you must 
remember that this method has the 
sanction of all the latest authorities. 


o Stro 


ing—No Honing. 
more comfort, and 
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The UP-TO-YOU Cigarette Case | 


Classy, unique and thor- 
oughly practical. Oper- 
ated by one hand the fore- 


© finger of which opens the 
* box andbringsthecontents 


“UP-TO-YOU” 


No metal springs, clamps, or 
pressure to crush or bruise the 
cigarettes. 

Covered with leather, through- 
out. Size 3x2\ in., weight 1 oz 
In genuine black seal or imported 
pigskin. Price $1. A special one 
for full dress in 7 inty white 
Morocco for $1.2 an po sate age 
paid Wit our in pe 
plain orin old ieat, 2oe addi tional. 





| DEALERS S24 oe Se 9 & 


UP- TO-Y YOU Case Co., Brattleboro, Vermont | 
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Books Received “| E 

“They Shall Know Themselves Into | : 
One,” by Jessie Thomas Knapp. (R. R. 
Donnelley & Sons Co.) 

A Marriage Cycle, by Alice Freeman 
Palmer. (Houghton Mifflin Co. $1.25.) 

Standard Postage Stamp Catalog for 
1916. (Scott Stamp & Coin Co.) 

The White Messenger, by Edith M. 
Thomas. (R. G. Badger. 50 cents.) 

Life Studies, by Grace M. Brown. 
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(Denver, Colo.) Fs 
To-day, by Grace M. Brown. (Denver, | 


Colo.) 
Montezuma, by Paul  Barr-Kayser. upreme 


(Broadway Publishing Co. $1.50.) 


* 

The Actress, by Frank Owen. (Broad- e 
way Publishing Co. $1.00.) | re | 1S rel & 10f1 

The Three Gays, by Ethel C. Brown. 

(Penn Publishing Co. 80 cents.) } 

The Golden Slipper and Other Prob- | No matter what SAN~TOX preparations you test also.” 
lems for Violet Strange, by Anna Kath- | —shaving cream, lotion or powder, tooth paste, hair “y 
arine Green. (G. P. Putnam’s Sons. | tonic or any of the more than 125 toilet and household tate 
$1.35.) items which comprise the “rm will ete oan ee 
© % . ; . a ee utmost in quality and economy. The name SAN~ again 
Improper Christmas Cards? ™ Baty Ostrich end singe whos rte y, big ~ and the nurse on the package are for your protection. “e 

Sh! | E. Kilbourne. (Penn Publishing Co.) “H 
4 Baby Zebra and the Friendly Rhinoc- 


Nevertheless— eros, by C. E. Kilbourne. (Penn Publish- | oO, on 

Even the most cut-and-dried of us ing Co.) | - 

enjoys a few chuckles with his More Jonathan Papers, by Elizabeth ae) s 
Woodbridge. (Houghton Mifflin. $1.25.) 








Christmas cheer. If you have a 
sense of humor, ask for our dollar Scally: The Story of a Perfect Gentle- The Public Service Line 

box of Improper Christmas Cards man, by Ian Hay. (Houghton Mifflin Co. The SAN“TOX druggist in your locality has been selected be- 
—l11 joy bringers for your intimate 75 cents.) cause of his established Teputation for honesty and progressiveness. 
ideal fs They’ apg veal Ten Great Adventurers, by Kate Dick- or his part he has rigidly investigated the merit of the entire 


SAN“TOX line and personally guarantees your complete 
bad or we wouldn’t offer them— inson Sweetser. (Harper & Bros. $1.50.) n satisfaction. He will cheerfully refund your money 
but—they are really clever. 


Treasure Island, by Robert Louis ok Fone mee Sead, Yan van mane Noam 


Stevenson. (Harper & Bros. $1.50.) té B THE DEPREE CHEMICAL 
The House on Henry Street, by Lillian COMPANY 
The A M:DAVIS:CO D. Wald. (Henry Holt & Co. $2.00.) > CHICAGO, ILL. 


UA LITY CARDS ‘ Feminism in Germany and Scandinavia, 
BOSTON by Katharine Anthony. (Henry Holt & 

- - Co. $1.25.) 

may also be had in more serious } The Bylow Bunnies, by Grace May 

moods. They are sold at good North. (R. F. Fenno & Co. 75 cents.) 

stores everywhere. Uncle Wiggily Longears, by Howard R. 


You will also enjoy the dollar Box Garis. (R. F. Fenno & Co. $1.50.) 

B of “Quality Cards for Business [ Practical Drawing, by E. G. Lutz. 
Men’’?—11 cards of the sort a man (Chas. Scribner’s Sons. $1.25.) 

like d : The Hope of the House, by Agnes and 
ikes to send or receive. Egerton Castle. (D. Appleton & Co. 


Buy Them From Your Dealer | $1.35.) 


If he can’t supply you, send us his name The Folly of the Three Wise Men, by 
> + rT. y 
with your order or with request for our Edgar Whitaker Work. (Geo. H. Doran a tins 
illustrated catalogue. rm | Co. 75 cents.) pesecaeiniat 
> W P iahwav. by N An- 6“ 99 66 ”? 
THE A. M. DAVIS CO The WV orld’s Highw ay, by Norman An BATHHOUSE 23 KEEP OUT 
A l a ~ ¢ B * Ma gell. (Geo. H. Doran Co. $1.50.) OUR LATEST NOVELTY e 
546 Atlantic Ave. ‘oston, as. | Quinneys’, by Horace Annesley Vachell. Bath house in wood veneer with swing- and fail 
" Con. 1. D Co.) ing door and brass Fastener; size 5x8 The: 
( = ‘ o soren 0. inches; with the door open you see a 
The Bronze Eagle, by Baroness Orczy. | weee ys am omnes picture of an ‘ 
~ y stend bathing girl. 
(Geo. H. Doran Co. $1.35.) Comes boxed, prepaid, for 25c¢ to intro- John 


Jolly Jaunts with Jim, by Charles Han- duce our new catalog of pictures for  . 
son Tow G a ees a The Den, “all winners!’’ Catalog alone — 690 t 
son Towne. (Geo. H. Doran Co. $1.25.) l0c. Stamps accepted. Our pictures make 


Beltane the Smith, by Jeffery Farnol. | fine gifts for men. ~ Bru 
(Little, Brown & Co. $1.50.) CELEBRITY ART CO., — Whiting: 


e | : B,J, 33 Columbus Ave., Boston, Mass. 
Gift Catalog : em 
LLUSTRATES and describes— 2 
many in actual colors—thou- i”), Fa LANDA “ Prosperity” 7 BILLFOLD 


sands of unique Oriental objects ° , 2: 

of art and utility. A veritable NT, Practical Xmas Gift—order one also for your- @ o C “ee 

pauiae to Giftland” with count- . self. Combines currency fold, coin purse, card case, | loose en — d > rey emery 
ess suggestions for Christmas, eaf memo pad, calendar, transparent identification cardand photo SJ - Ee j - 4 ae faculty 
veddines. hi B ia : holder, Made of finest soft, genuine black Seal Grain Leather. A : Sissy ostpal hee often 

weddings, birthdays, ete., ete, name beautifully en thet in 23-Kt. Gold —splendi ny P. this remunerat 

















Write today, as the edition is === — — Size closed 8x34 i 8x3 Compact, flexibl ill ri Engrav- 
limited. Address Dept.16 pocket. FFor ladies and gentlemen. “Special price Soe | postpaid ~~ He ‘Vd wer Free in 
inari 00. Attracti i ift 5 25 - + eS a 
, -A-A-VANTIN E-8&-CO-Ine- g. Deluxe,” made ot quuuins oroceo Leather, $1.00— worth $2.50. . 3: 23-kt Gold 
Fifth Avenue & 39th Street, New York vo ne anteed.» Write for MX Ay Jee For Ladies ond 








catalog. ‘ 
is Mfrs.,De: 26Chicago want in 23 6) core SAR POCKET Gentlemen 











Satisfacti 
The Largest Oriental Store Ir The World. Established 1866 DA x SON 


co. 











q Rel ni? 


. a | Clewell Studios, L St., Canton, Ohio sanction of all the latest authorities. li UP-TO-YOU Case Co., Brattleboro, Vermont 
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If Things Were Reversed 


HAVE come in to borrow some 
money from you,” said the bank 
president timidly, as he stood before 
one of his depositors, nervously twirl- 
ing his hat in his hand. 

“ Ah, yes,” said the depositor, gazing 
at him severely. “But you don’t ex- 
pect to get it, do you?” 

“T had hoped to.” 

“What collateral have you to offer?” 

“My bank with all the money in it.” 

“ All the people in the bank?” 

“Tes. 

“Please say ‘Yes, sir.’ 
respectful.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“Um! Ah! Will you put in your 
own family?” 

“Yes, sir, I'll throw in my family 
also.” 

“Your prospects in life? 
tate, man. 
against it.” 

“Well, yes, sir.” 

“How much money do you want?” 

“One thousand dollars.” 

“Dear me! For such a small amount 
as that I shall have to charge you 
at least six per cent. If you were 
a regular millionaire and wanted, 
say, half a million, I could let you 


“ 


It is more 


Don’t hesi- 
Remember you are up 








ON EVERY SIDE you will find 


Wuirtinc-ApDaAmMs 
TRADE VULCAN MARK 


RUBBER CEMENTED 


BRUSHES 


Bristles fastened with Vulcanized Hard Rubber, 
and held in a vise-like grip. Shedding bristles 
and failure of brushes impossible. 


The most extensive and best line of Brushes 
in the wor! 


Send for illustrated literature 


John L. Whiting-J. J. Adams Co. 
690 to 710 Harrison Ave., Boston, U.S.A. 
Brush Manufacturers for Over 100 Years 


Whiting-Adams Brushes Awarded Gold Medal. the highest award 
at Panama-Pacific Exposition, 1915 








0 OOEARNED BY YOUNG | § 
“ARTIST IN 2 DAYS|§ 


sumer ial Artists trained by members 
— faculty have earned $100 in two 
a often more. Master essentials of 
,_» femunerative, uncrowded profession, 


By 























as 


have it for three or four per cent.” 

“Yes, sir. I appreciate your gener- 
osity.” 

The depositor handed the President 
of the Bank, who was now almost 
completely bathed in a cold perspira- 
tion, a blank form. 

“Here,” he said, “sign this.” 

“Do you wish me to read it first, 
sir?” 


mol Soap 


hatural beauty 


iv skin and hair 


Resinol Soap is not only unusually 
cleansing and soffening, but its reg- 
ular use gives to the skin and hair 
that natural beauty of perfect health 
which even the best of cosmetics can 
only imitate. Pimples, redness and 
roughness disappear, and in a very 
| short time the complexion becomes 
clear, fresh and velvety. 

The soothing, restoring influence 
that makes this possible is the Resinol 
which this soap contains and which 
physicians have prescribed for years 
in Resinol Ointment, in the care of 
skin and scalp troubles. 

If the skin is in bad condition 
through neglect or an unwise use of 
cosmetics, apply a little Resinol Oint- 


ment and let it remain on for ten 
minutes or so before washing with 
Resinol Soap. 

Resinol Soap is sold by all druggists and 
dealers»in toilet goods. For a trial size cake 


and miniature box of Resinol Ointment, write 
to Dept. 7-A, Resinol, Baltimore, Md. 


Resinol Shaving Stick also contains the 
Resinol medication, making it most agreeable 
to men with tender faces. Trial on request. 


yourself, your bank, all the people in 
it, your family, all your property, and 
your soul. Sign here.” 

The bank President signed with 
trembling fingers, got a piece of paper 
which entitled him to the privilege of 
entertaining a thousand dollars for six 
months at his own expense and with- 
drew. 

Then the depositor, smiling to him- 


grav fieare,time by home study. Get free “What! Read something you self and rubbing his hands, said: 

, a rated book, ‘“‘Y F t r ’ “ ’ ¢ 

id Federal School of Commercial Des ~~ sl wouldn’t understand anyway? No. I'll Aha! I'll teach these fellows to 
w > ° ° : ” 

and arner Bldg, Mlaneapelis, Hine. tell you what’s in it. It mortgages know their places! 
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HOUBIGANT PERFUMES 


SUPREME SYMPHONY OF 
THE MOST EXQUISITE ODORS 


Like the finest masterpieces 
of art and music, HOUBIGANT 
PERFUMES delight the senses 
of all of discriminating and 
cultivated taste. 


HOUBIGANT QUELQUES 
VIOLETTES 
—a delicate combination of violet 
scents —with the distinctively 
“woody” odor. A perfume of wistful 
charm and beauty that yields forth 
the inmost nature of the violet. 


HOUBIGANT QUELQUES 
FLEURS 


—the sweet profusion of newly-picked 
blossoms—blended in lavish harmony. 
Abundantly fragrant—odor supreme— 
truly garnered froma world of flowers. 


HOUBIGANT COEUR DE 
JEANNETTE 
— a perfume that bestows on woman 
thesofter appeal of indefinable charm, 
almost infinitely illusive and magical. 


HOUBIGANT PARFUM 
IDEAL 


—most intense, most vibrant perfume 
created. Tropical, languorous and en- 
ticing—aperfumethatinevitably lends 
compelling influence to the person. 


OTHER DELIGHTFUL HOUBIGANT 
ODORS 
Evette Jponia 
Inconnu La Rose France 
Giroflée Oeillet du Roi 
HOUBIGANT CREATIONS ARE 
PRESENTED IN 
Extract Talcum Powder 


Toilet Water Sachet and Soap 
Face Powder  Sachet Envelopes 


For sale at all leading dealers and our stores. 


PARK & TILFORD 
NEW YORK 


Sole Agents for the United States and Canada 


Samples Quelques Fleurs, 25c. 
er odors, % 





The Song of the Gift 


ITH fingers weary and worn, 
With brain a series of blanks, 

A bachelor sat in his bachelor den 

Writing his notes of thanks, 
Scratch, scratch, scratch, 

Now slowly and now more swift; 
In fluent phrase and honeyed word 

He sang the song of the gift. 


Write, write, write, 
“Your exquisite tie-case is heree——’ 
Write, write, write, 
“it is just what I wanted, 
dear!” 
It’s oh, to go and live 
On India’s Coral Strand; 
Where woman has never a gift to 
give— 
If this is a Christmas land! 


Write, write, write, 
To Ethel and Kate and May; 
Write, write, write, 
To Fanchon and Mrs. McKay, 
Maid, widow and wife, 
Wife, widow and maid, 
Till the heart is sick and the brain is punk 
And a crick in the shoulder blade. 


Write, write, write, 

“T thank you a thousand times 
Write, write, write, 

“TI love those Cuckoo Chimes!” 
Ties, mufflers and gloves, 

Pipes, ash-trays and steins; 
Fobs, key-rings and traveling clocks, 

And “ choice” cigars and wines. 


Oh, men with families dear, 
Oh, men with children and wives, 
How little you know of the fearful 
gifts 
Besetting Bachelors’ lives! 
A frightful lamp, a terrible vase, 
A criminal Morris chair! 
And a sketch so rank, my shadow I 
thank 
For sometimes falling there. 


With fingers weary and worn, 
With brain unable to think, 
A bachelor sat in his blue pajams 
Wielding his pen and ink. 
Write, write, write, 
In a vein of gay uplift; 
And still with a note of felicitous pitch, 
Because he was handsome and young 
and rich, 
He sang the song of the gift! 
Carolyn Wells. 





Sana 


Let Us Suppose 


your hopes for your library are modest—that 
it will contain, say, only three standard sets, 
Which sets should you have? Shakespeare, of 
course, “Dickens, or Scott, or Thackeray, we 
presume. But, as an American, with an Amer- 
ican family, can you omit 


MARK TWAIN 


the greatest writer that this continent has yet 
developed? So long as the Author’s National 
Edition is available, you certainly cannot. 
For it gives you the opportunity to obtain a 
uniform set—all his collected writings—170 
short stories, essays, sketches, famous books 
of travel, great works of fiction— 


at 4 Price 


As a humorist, Mark Twain is best known and 
best beloved. Do you know of another author 
who has made as many millions laugh as has 
Mark Twain? His humor does not offend. 
It is audacious—extravagant—exaggerated— 
typically American. Beneath it is deep philoso- 
phy—sound common sense—a passionate love 
of justice—hatred of sham and hypocrisy. 
He is the world’s greatest humorist—the great 
writer of boy’s books—the ripe philosopher— 
the master of pathos—and of English. 

A set of his collected writings should be in your 
library, or else it is not complete. 


Is Mark Twain in Y our Home? 


Do Not Delay. “Tomorrow” 
may be too late 


for the Author’s National Fdition will be 
withdrawn. Over 1,250,000 copies of this edi- 
tion have been sold. There will be a new edi- 
tion at a higher price. If you delay you will 
have to pay more. Then, why delay? The 
price is now $1.00 per volume, for the twenty- 
five volumes. Now you also obtain a year’s 
subscription to Harper’s Macazine. Now 
you pay only $2.00 monthly and now you 


Send for the books THE HARPER 
WAY and Take No Risk 


Look the books over carefully. Take ten days. 
If you do not like them, send them back 
“collect,” we will cancel the subscription to 
Harper’s MaGazinE and you will owe us 
nothing. Judge for yourself the manufacture 
of the books (we don’t describe them here be- 
cause we want you to send for them—and see for 
yourself, why this set has pleased its tens of 
thousands of satisfied owners). Send the cou- 








pon now. 
— -———— —— 


HARPER & BROTHERS, 
FRANKLIN SQUARE, NEw York Clty 
Send, prepaid, MARK TWAIN’S WORKS, twenty-five 


| volumes, cloth binding, and enter my name as a subscriber 


for one year to HARPER’S MAGAZINE. I may retain 
the set for ten days, and then if I do not care for th books 
I will return them at your expense and you will cance: the 
subscription to the MAGAZINE. If I keep the books | 
will remit $1.00 and then $2.00 a month until the full] 

of the books and the MAGAZINE, $25.00, has been pai. 


Signature 


Send books to 
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USEFUL GIFTS ARE BEST 


Tools 

OOLS are of two kinds: disap- 

pearing and useless. 

Disappearing tools are the kind that 
you always want in an emergency and 
are never where you think you put them. 

Useless tools are the kind that are 
always on hand—getting under your 
feet, stabbing and forcing themselves 
upon you, when you can’t possibly use 
them. They have another offensive 
trait which I cannot denounce too 
strongly. They always try to deceive 
you by making you think you can use 
them. Such a tool may be a screw- 
driver with such a blunt and jagged 
edge that by no possibility can you 
insert it into the groove of the particu- 
lar screw you are feverishly trying to 
manipulate. Yet that screw-driver will 
keep right on deceiving you with false 
hopes about itself. 

Disappearing tools are in reality 
false to their name. It is true that 
they invariably disappear when you 
must have them. But then, on the 
other hand, they always appear again 
when you don’t need them. This they 
claim as a sacred privilege. 
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Are economical— 
Guaranteed two 
years—Save 
mechanism 

ave 
tires 








& 9 
Americas 
Standard 


A utomobile 
at a $1000 Price 
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You can invest money in a Jeffery 
Four with the your money small 


ond workmansh 
character whic 
owner four or 


Body. standard seven - passenger Chesterfield type - Front seats, divided 
+ Motor, Jeffery high-speed high-efficiency - Ignition, Bosch 


deep real leather - Shipping weight,2750 pounds 
Magneto ° 


STANDARD SEVEN-PASSENGER, $1035; without Auxiliary Seats, $1000 - THREE -PASSENGER ROADSTER, $1000 
SEDAN (Removable Top) $1105 + JEFFERY SIX, $1350 


The Thomas B. Jeffery Company Illustrated booklet 


Kenosha, Wisconsin Main Office and Works - 


Prices FO.B. 


gives the average 
five seasons of perfect 
service—and the price is standard. 


Starting and lighting system, Bijur electric - 


very 


+ Driver's seat, adjustable - Upholstery, 


Equipment, complete - Entire car qy% Jeffery - built. 


on uest 
Kenosha, Wisconsin — 
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Bragging 

Two close neighbors were in conversa- 
tion. 

“Well!” said the one, 
any call to be proud; my father's taller 
than yours.” 

“ Bet you a shilling he ain't!’ was the 
retort. 

“ Bet you he is!” said the first young- 
ster. “‘ My father can see over the wall 
at the end of the garden. Yours can’t.” 

“Yes, he can,” responded the other, 
“with his hat on.”—London Opinion. 


“ 


you haven't 





[GIVE HER PEARLS 


would cost you $125. We 
give you the exac : Pe DIRECT FROM OYSTERS 
lent for $15. Amazed? Instead of trusting to the freak of the ocean, 
we now introduce a grain into the pearl-oyster, put it back into the sea 
and the oyster does the rest Result: genuine pearl. The only differ 
ence—price. Before buying gifts this year get our book, ** Story of the 
Pearl,’’ and catalogue. We send jewelry on My p ee al 

» Street, N.Y. 


House of ee. he haa 


FREE TRIAL 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest 
protect furs and woolens fron 
moths, mice, dust and damp, 
t birthday, wedding or 

A days’ free trial, 

afa ry ith 








New Low Factory Prices redice 








Pres Po : 
Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept.5 Sti ite sville . N. 'C. 
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FIFTY 4 MERAK 
MERAKS CIGARETTES 


sae ree Finest 

Beautiful “ Pure 
Mahogany- | | | Turkish 
’ Finished Tobacco 


Humidor Grown 


ONE DOLLAR 


Sent at our expense to any address in the United States on the re- 
ceipt of $1. Ideal for Holiday Gift. Handy Mahogany-Finished r 
Humidor opens by merely pressing centre of nickel-plated ARE YOU THE LITTLE BOY THAT NEVER HANGS HIS CLOTHES 
metal cover. Closes by pressing edges of cover. Write today. UP? WELL, THIS IS WHAT YOU GET FOR CHRISTMAS” 


MATHUES BROS., Inc. 


79 Fifth Avenue New York City 














Christmas Presents Every Woman Gets 


= outlandish obnoxious oxydized ornament. 
Two tactless tasteless time-worn terra-cotta teasers 
Three thankless thoughtless thoroughly threadbare thing- 
umbobs. 
Four flashy futile fluffy feather fans. 
Five flaunting flimsy foolish formless flumadiddles. 
Six sickening scented smelly satin sachets. 
Seven silly senseless stupid silver souvenirs. 
Eight elegant elaborate eyelet-embroidered eyesores. 
: di . ie 1 Nine nonsensical nouveau-art no-account nuisances. 
Lv trip exceeding soa : Ten trifling tawdry trumpery trashy trinkets. 
all anticipation Eleven effluvious exasperating execrable extracted es- 
sences. 
inati ful “ ” de- : : . ‘ , 
YS he eenncongs, pment 9 1 Rage Lagan a ao | aa \ Twelve tragic tarnished tinsel tinted tomfooleries. 
fast, safe, comfortable trip-such as has no equal on the Pacific-the new de “f Carolyn Wells. 
luxe service offered by the floating “Palace of the Pacific"-SS Great y aa + . 
Nortuern should prove attractive. 
This trip will prove a realization of your fondest travel dreams-the 
delightful ocean voyage on this $3,000,000 triple turbiner-the tropical 
climate, picturesque scenery, and natural wonders all combining to make 
it a trip never to be forgotten. oh ’ S onges 
» mr at F permitting day and night view of volcano Kilauea- BY P 8 
ome oO te) a7 | \ - F 
rong . H hoes sponges live in the depths of the sea, and also 
73 "9 , : ‘ 
SS Great Northern on dry land. The sea sponge clings to the rocks and 
Length sa fe, width 6 fe speed 24 knot, tonnage 12,000, government absorbs nourishment from his surroundings. The dry 
_ tee ae - sponge spends his week-ends with his friends and does 
I . é 
ae Day Service Mainland ee! se the same. 
ONE WAY FARES a} |. Every sponge claims as his natural right the assistance 
Fire 5 and Tourist B45 and Steerage $3 5 « of all the non-sponges. No sponge ever recovers from 
ei Raden Round Trip Fares a being one, Once a sponge, always a sponge. 
; The sponge, like every other creature that grows, has 
Dee. 16, Jan. 5, Jan, 5 oa ~ ‘7, a %. Jan 26, : AY to develop the capacity for being a sponge. He begins in 
eb. 14 Feb. 15° a small way by taking an occasional ride in a friend’s auto, 
CB Same Comm te decrintive mater a) and not always insisting upon paying his share of the car- 
ch athe sacs aun Caen anee fare. By and by, when he is a large, luxuriant sponge, he 
can visit for weeks and borrow money from his host as 
if it were the special business of that gentleman to keep 


him supplied. 




















PETER J. CAREY, PRINTER 
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The drink must be worthy of the toast. For you 
and your friends, this Christmas, the fragrant 
aroma and heart-warming charm of 


CLUB COCKTAILS 
G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 


5 Hartford New York !ondon 
ULE) Bd 
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Would you be the happy pos- 
sessor of wit, beauty, genuine 7 
sentiment and usefulness? - 





Then you will secure a copy of 


Life’s Calendar for 1916. 








Calendar 
1916 














‘, 
| AS 
# ‘\ 
£ b } 
\ 
YQ 
This is the only calendar issued by Lire for the coming year. It is printed in colors 
and is about a foot deep by a foot and a half wide. 
It is beautiful. 
Without it during the coming year your home will be a desert waste. You will never 
know (unless you are an insurance agent), when you wake up in the morning, what ~\ 
day of the month it is. é 


Sent to anybody, anywhere, on receipt of $1.50. 


Obey that Impulse! 
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December 2, 1915 









































Her Christmas Morning 


KODAK 


nd 


The Christmas Gift that 


provides the means for 
keeping a happy picture 
story of the day. 















Kodaks from $6.00 up. 
Brownies $1.00 to $12.00. 


EASTMAN KODAK CO. 


ROCHESTER, N.Y., The Kodak City 





oom - ao an 

















